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FRIENDSHIP WITH INDIA. 


eace is a beautiful word, a feeling of happiness, sometimes the sound of silence, because 





p« is an absence of conflict, instead an air of friendship. Especially when nations wish to 


remain friends amongst themselves. 


India is fortunate. Pakistan has come forward to foster friendship. Before he left the shores of 
India, President Musharraf said he firmly believed that the two countries would remain friends for 
ever, and people on either side of the border will have facility to go across, and thus cement the 


friendship. 


Another neighbour of ours, China, has found a few occasions to talk of everlasting peace with India. 


Other world powers, too, are looking for fresh alignment with the Asian countries, India included. 


One reason for nations of the world to lean towards India is that we are the largest democracy in the 
world, and the nation enjoys stability, unlike even some of the developed countries. Our economic 


growth has been steady and our country is slowly moving towards emerging as a power to reckon with. 


Perhaps this is the brighter side of the country’s present. We cannot ignore the darker side. There are 
certain forces trying to disturb the unity and integrity of the nation. The threat from terrorists has not 
entirely receded; in fact, sometimes, the death and destruction caused by their activities have been 
alarming. Internally, too, there have been attacks against some of our democratic institutions, with a 
view to corroding the people’s faith in them. The nation looks up to the youth, to stand united and 
not become victims of the machinations by vested interests. Each one of them should consider himself 
or herself to be an Indian first and last. Only then would they become a citizen, in the real sense of 

the word. The nation entirely depends on the youth and their steadfast patriotism. The youth of 

today are the builders of the future India. 





He who strikes terror into others is himself in continual fear. 


He who terrifies others is more afraid of himself. : 
- Claudian 


Compromise makes a good umbrella but a poor root; 
it is a temporary expedient. 
- Dames Russel Lowell 


It Lis: said that ‘power corrupts, but actually it’s more true that 
power attracts the corruptible. 
- David Brins 


Uy, isit us at: http://www.chandamama.org 








mail from Arfan Rehman © 
t 1 like in Chandamama are 
es, Laugh till you 


By e- 
The stories tha 
the folk tales, Jataka tal 


ttu and the Mulla Nazruddin 
stories. The best part of your magazine iS 
that is tells us about India and its culture. 
Since we live far away from Our country, 1 
‘s very nice to read about all these. 


drop, Dushtu Da 


This came from Kiran Dani of Wadala, 

Mumbai: 

I enjoy reading Chandamama and I read it 

1 regularly. I like the puzzles and riddles. “A 

| Pilgrimage to Nature” was my best. I like 

Chandamama’s looks and stories. 

By e-mail from Ram Hari: 

Really, we are forgetting our great national 

leaders (May 2005 editorial) who had 

sacrificed their everything and laid down their 

lives for the country. I felt this way when I 


read the reference to Dandi March. Itis very 


true that we do not need any particular day 


to pay our homage to all these national | 


leaders. Chandamama is really playing a very 
important role not only among children but 
adults as well to help them imbibe a sense of 
national pride and building up our national 
character. 
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NEW TALES 
OF KING 
VIKRAM AND 
THE VETALA 














t was a dark, moonless night. Occasional flashes of 
lightning illuminated the sombre scene, causing an 
eerie dance of jerky shadows in the cremation ground. 
Occasionally, ajackal’s spine-chilling howl or the 
blood-curdling laughter of some unseen evil 
spirit cut into the silence that hung, shroud- 
like, over the area. Altogether, it was a 
scene that would strike terror into the 
bravest of hearts. Butnothing could daunt 
the intrepid King Vikram. Once again, he 
made his way to the gnarled tree from 
which the corpse hung. Bones crunched 
under his feet and a screeching ghost rose 
y/ from the dust in shuddering frenzy as he 
if marched ahead. 

Oblivious to all this, he reached the tree and 
brought down the corpse. Slinging it astride his 
shoulder, he had just begun his return journey when 
f the vampire that possessed the corpse said, “O King, 
" why are you putting yourself through this terrible ordeal? 
Often it is seen that someone takes up an assignment 
with all good intentions. But then it turns out that his trust 
PING Gah Bis Set aN N97 has been misplaced, and the task backfires on him. 
5 CE“ ys Ny gj B > Fearing that the world would laugh at him, he takes pains 
a A, Ss i to conceal the incident and go on as if nothing had 

: G4 Wi re es happened. This is especially true of people in high places, 

; like yourself. The story of King Shailendra is one example. 
Listen to it and judge for yourself!”’ 

The vampire then went on to narrate the following 
story. 

King Sudhir Varma had a son named Shailendra, who 
was studying at the gurukul run by sage Dayananda. A 
brilliant student, Shailendra took only a short time to learn 
everything that Dayananda had to teach him. 

One day, the guru summoned Shailendra and said, 
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“My boy, you’ve shown remarkable interest and diligence 
in your studies, because of which you’ ve been able to 
master all the arts very quickly. Your training here is 
complete. You may now return to your capital. Remember, 
education is an invaluable asset which, like one’s eyes, 
facilitates vision; in your case, it will come in especially 
useful while you are ruling the country. A king’s first duty 
is to help his subjects. Use your learning to further the 
welfare of your subjects. That’ll be the best 
gurudakshina you could offer me!” 

“TI shall remember your advice, gurudev!” promised 
Shailendra. He touched his guru’s feet and gave him the 
gifts sent by his father for the inmates of Dayananda’s 
ashram. He then took leave of him and returned to his 
father’s palace. 

King Sudhir Varma was delighted with his son’s all- 
round progress. He subjected him to a series of tests. 
When Shailendra emerged from them all in flying colours, 
the king decided that he was now fit to take on the mantle 
of ruling the kingdom. 

Accordingly, he performed the prince’s coronation 
ina grand ceremony, before fulfilling his own long-standing 
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wish of going on a pilgrimage. King Shailendra soon 
proved himself a worthy successor to his father. The advice 
given by his guru at parting time always echoed in his 
ears. He often travelled around his kingdom in disguise 
to acquaint himself with the problems faced by his people. 
By intelligent application of his learning, he was able to 
find satisfactory solutions for these problems. It gave him 
great happiness to help people in distress. 

On one such trip, the king assumed the guise of a 
cloth-merchant. Travelling on foot with a bundle of clothes, 
he had reached a lonely village beside a jungle when he 
suddenly heard a loud cry: “Save my son! Oh, someone 
please save my child!” 

Looking in the direction of the call, Shailendra saw a 
man sitting by a disused well, trying desperately to raise 
himself up to peep into it. On seeing the disguised king, 
the man wailed, “Sir, my son has fallen into the well! Being 
acripple, I’m unable to get into the well and rescue him. 
It must be God himself who sent you here now! Please, 
please save him!” 

Shailendra comprehended the urgency of the 
situation. Without a second thought, he placed his bundle 
on the wall of the well and started to go down along the 
steps cut into the wall. 

The water was dark and murky. Shailendra could 
not spot anyone inside. He groped around for the drowning 
boy, but without success. 

After a thorough search that lasted a quarter of an 
hour, he finally gave up and climbed out of the well. As 
he clambered out of the well, dripping wet, he was taken 
aback to find that the ‘cripple’ who had raised such a 
hue and cry was nowhere in sight. 

He had hardly recovered from this shock when he 
received another unpleasant surprise — his cloth bundle 
was also missing! It did not take him long to realise that 
he had been duped — the man was obviously a trickster 
who had cooked up the story to relieve him of his 
belongings. Saddened at the way his trust had been 
betrayed, the king returned to his palace with a heavy 
heart. 

However, there was a sequel to the incident. Ten 
days later, the king was holding court when his guards 
dragged in a man, bound hand and foot. Looking at his 
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face, he was surprised to see that it was the same man 
who had robbed him of his cloth bundle! 

‘What crime has this man committed?” he inquired. 

“Your majesty, he was caught in the very act of 
breaking into jeweller Dhanikram’s house,’ replied the 
guards. 

After a moment’s thought, Shailendra ordered, “Put 
him in prison. I shall pass my judgment tomorrow.” The 
thief was dragged away. 

Late that night, the king entered the thief’s cell in the 
same disguise he had on during their first encounter. 
Astonished to see the ‘cloth merchant’ he had robbed 
not long ago, the thief exclaimed — “You here in prison! 
Are you also a thief like me?” 

Slowly, Shailendra pulled off his false beard and 
removed his turban. The thief was flabbergasted to see 
himin his real identity. Trembling with fear, he threw himself 
at the king’s feet and implored, “Please forgive me, my 
lord! I tricked you and stole your belongings. I shall never 
do such a mean thing again. Please spare me!” 

Gesturing him to silence, the king sternly said, “One 
who commits a crime will have to face the punishment. 
Your punishment shall be decided at the trial tomorrow. 
However, I shall not take you to task for stealing from 
me. But there is one condition — you must tell no one 
about the incident at the well. Is that agreed?” 

“Yes, my lord,’ said the thief and he again prostrated 
before Shailendra. The king then turned and left the cell. 

The next morning, the thief’s trial took place in the 
court, in the presence of a crowd. 

King Shailendra asked, “Is it true that you broke 
into the jeweller Dhanikram’s house with the intention of 
robbery?” 

“Yes, my lord!’ admitted the thief. 

“Ts this your first attempt at robbery, or are you a 
professional burglar?” 

“T’m not a professional burglar, my lord, but one 
forced to this route by circumstances,’ said the prisoner. 
‘After completing my education, while I was hunting for 
a job, I was falsely accused of theft and sentenced to 
imprisonment for a crime that I did not commit! Later I 
could not get a job — no one would trust me as I was 
branded a thief. Things came to such a pass that I was 
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starving. Unable to bear this miserable existence any 
longer, I decided to commit suicide and thus reached a 
deserted well. But I was unable to muster the courage to 
take the final plunge. At this juncture, I saw a man 
approaching with a big bundle. A wicked idea now struck 
my desperate mind. I raised an uproar, crying that my 
child had fallen into the well. That noble soul believed me 
and descended into the well to save him. I then ran away 
with his cloth bundle. That was ten days ago. After this, I 
gave up the idea of suicide. My mind was embittered by 
the past incidents and I reasoned — since I was labelled a 
thief even though innocent, what was wrong if I actually 
became one? I went on to commit a few more petty 
thefts and was finally emboldened to attempt a more 
ambitious burglary. That was when I was caught.” 

‘‘Are you ready to give up your criminal pursuits if an 
alternate means of livelihood is found for you?” asked 
the king. 

“Certainly, my lord!” said the prisoner, wiping his 
tears. “I took to this profession out of desperation. If 
only I have a job, I shall not steal again as long as I live!”’ 

“Then do one thing. Restore all the items you have 
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stolen during the last ten days to their owners. Then return 
tome, and I shall give you a job. You shall not be punished 
for your crime,” assured the king. 

The thief bowed low before the king in gratitude. 
The crowd burst into a thunderous applause at the king’s 
judgment. 

Remembering his guru’s advice, the king smiled in 
satisfaction. 

The vampire concluded the story and demanded, ““O 
King, how do you explain Shailendra’s contradictory 
behaviour? On one hand, he declared that a criminal 
should not go unpunished; on the other, he let him go 
scot-free! The only explanation I can think of 1s, he was 
afraid that if the story of his previous encounter with the 
thief leaked out, he would become the laughing stock of 
his people. That is why he went to great lengths to keep 
it a secret — so much so, he even humoured the thief by 
letting him go! But was it right on his part to show so 
much leniency merely to protect his own ego? Answer 
me, or your head shall explode into fragments!” 

King Vikram calmly and promptly replied, ““A criminal 
must certainly undergo punishment. But one must keep 
in mind the fact that the purpose of the punishment is to 


reform the criminal. In this case, we know that the thief 
started feeling pangs of remorse right from the time the 
king met him in his cell. Even though he was a thief, the 
king believed him because his words had the ring of truth. 
Knowing him to be genuinely repentant, he wanted to 
give him a chance to turn over a new leaf. After all, he 
was originally a law-abiding man who had been led astray 
by circumstances. As a king, Shailendra’s duty was to 
identify the circumstances that made him a criminal and 
do away with them. That is just what he did. Coming 
now to the reason for Shailendra’s keeping the well 
incident a secret, it was certainly not due to his ego or 
hurt pride! As per his guru’s advice, he believed that 
everyone should help others. His contention was that if 
the news of how he had been duped by a stranger while 
trying to help him spread, people would stop going to the 
help of others in distress, believing that they too would 
suffer the same fate. Hence he decided to keep it to 
himself.”’ 

The very next moment, the vampire, along with the 
corpse, moved off his shoulder and flew back to the tree. 
With a little sigh, King Vikram squared his shoulders and 
started his return journey towards the tree. 
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“WEATHER FORECASTER 


Did you know that there’s a flower that can actually predict the weather? 
The scarlet pimpernel, known as the ‘poor man’s weather glass’ forecasts 
the weather by closing up its petals when rain or cloudy weather is expected, 
and leaving them open when it’s going to be a fine, sunny day. Quite a 
useful addition to one’s garden, wouldn't you say? 
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RAINS AND BAMBOOS 


M: (mi), hill (zo), and country (ram)! Homeland 


of the highlanders, in simple words. The 
Mizos are people of a Mongoloid stock. They came 
from Burma (now Myanmar) some 300 years 
ago. The hilly area was impregnable for several 
years. It was the Christian missionaries who 
found their way first and spread Christianity 
among the people. Nearly 95 per cent of the ry 
Mizos are, therefore, Christians. They read, ty 
write and speak English. Their spoken dialect ZW 
is written in English script. The region gets rain 
for nine months in a year. The rains help 5... 
bamboos to grow in abundance. The people 
store rice in the hollow of bamboo. To participate in a bamboo dance, one has to be dexterous; 
otherwise, you may get hit on your feet or you may trip and fall down! 


ORIGIN OF POLO 


; ndia is the birth-place of many games, like chess, kabaddi 
and hockey. To this can be included polo. Once upon a 
time it was known as Chaugan, which Rama and his brothers 
are believed to have played. The game as we know of it 
today came trom Persia (now lran), but seems to have taken 
roots in Manipur. ‘Pula’ is a ball made out of bamboo roots. 
The player riding a pony hits the ball and drives it with a 
cane stick which has a wooden head. The game is played by 
four players on either side. Polo (from pula) was very popular 
among the royalty and aristocracy in the 17th and 18th 
centuries. In Manipur, polo was played by the cultivators when 
work on farms came to a standstill in certain months, say, 
between October and April. Nowadays, polo is played mostly 
by army officers. 
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Bo the cat came, there had, of course, to be a 
broomstick. In the bazaar of one of our hill-stations 
is an old junk shop, dirty, dingy and dark, in which I 
often potter about looking for old books or Victorian 
bric-a-brac. Sometimes one comes across useful 
household items, but I do not usually notice these. I was, 
however, attracted to an old but well-preserved broom 
standing in a corner of the shop. A long-handled broom 
was just what I needed. I had no servant to sweep out 
the rooms of my cottage, and I did not enjoy bending 
over double when using the common short-handled 
Jharoo. 

The old broom was priced three rupees. I haggled 
with the shopkeeper and got it for two. 

It was a strong broom, full of character, and I used it 
to good effect almost every morning. And there this story 
might have ended (or would never have begun) if I had 
not found a large black cat sitting on the garden wall. 

The black cat had bright yellow eyes, and it gave me 
along, penetrating look, as though it were summing 
up my possibilities as an exploitable human. 
Though it miaowed once ortwice,I paid  _ 
no attention: I do not much care for cats. <= : 


cat had followed me and begun scratching 
at the pantry door. 
‘It must be hungry,’ I said and gave : 
itsome milk. LEE 
The cat lapped up the milk, purring life 
deeply all the while, then sprangupona 
cupboard and made itself comfortable. | 
Well, for several days there was no 4 
getting rid of the cat. Itmadeitselfathome, ¥% 
merely tolerating my presence in the house. It i 
seemed interested more in my broom than in 
me, and would dance and skittle round the broom 
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whenever I was sweeping the rooms. And when the 
broom was resting against the wall, the cat would sidle 
up toit, rubbing itself against the handle and purring loudly. 

A black cat and a broomstick—the combination was 
suggestive, full of possibilities. The cottage was old, almost 
a hundred years old, and I wondered about the kind of 
tenants it might have had during that long period. I had 
been in the cottage for only a year. And though it stood 
alone in the midst of a forest of Himalayan oaks, I had 
never encountered any ghosts or spirits. 

Miss Bellows came to see me in the middle of July. I 
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heard the tapping of a walking-stick on the rocky 
path outside the cottage, a tapping which stopped 
near the gate. 

"Mr Bond!" called an imperious voice. 
Are you at home?" 

I had been doing some gardening, and 


looked up to find an elderly, straight-backed womai ‘ 


peering at me over the gate. 

“Good evening,’ Isaid,droppingmyhoe. _» 
"believe you have my cat," said Miss _ y kG 
Bellows. 

Though I had not met the lady 
earlier, I knew her by name and 
reputation. She was the oldest resident 
in the hill-station. 

"IT believe I have a cat," I said, 
though it's probably more correct to say 
that the cat has me. If she's your cat, you're 
welcome to her. Why don't you come in 
while I look for her?" 

Miss Bellows stepped in. She wore a rather old- 
fashioned black dress, and her strong, ancient walnut stick 
had two or three curves in it and a knob instead of a 
handle. 

She made herself comfortable in an armchair while I 
went in search of the cat. But the cat was on one of her 
mysterious absences, and though I called for her in my 
most persuasive manner, she did not respond. I knew 
she was probably quite near. But cats are like that— 
perverse, obstinate creatures. 

When, finally, I returned to the sitting-room there was 
the cat, curled up on Miss Bellows's lap. 

"Well, you've got her, I see. Would you like some 
tea before you go?” 

"No, thank you," said Miss Bellows. "I don't drink 
tea." 

Something stronger, perhaps. A little brandy?" She 
looked up at me rather sharply. Disconcerted, I hastened 
to add, "Not that I drink much, you know. I keep a little 
in the house for emergencies. It helps to ward off colds 
and things. It's particularly good for—er—well, for colds," 
I finished lamely. 
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"T see your kettle's boiling," she said. "Can I have 
some hot water?" 

"Hot water? Certainly." I was a little puzzled, but I 
did not wish to antagonize Miss Bellows at our first 
meeting. 

"Thank you. And a glass." 

She held the glass while I held the kettle. Then from 
the pocket of her voluminous dress she extracted two 
small packets, similar to those containing chemists’ 
powders. Opening both packets, she poured first a purple 
powder, and then a crimson powder, into the glass. 
Nothing happened. 

Now the water, please," she said. 

"Tt's boiling hot!" 

"Never mind." 

I poured the hot water into her glass, and there was 
a terrific fizzing and bubbling as the frothy stuff rose to 
the rim. It gave off a horrible stench. The potion was so 
hot that I thought it would crack the glass; but before this 
could happen, Miss Bellows had put it to her lips and 
drained off its entire contents. 
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"T think I'll be going now," she said, putting the 
glass down and smacking her lips. The cat, tail in 
the air, voiced its agreement. "I'm much obliged 
to you, young man," said Miss Bellows. 

"Don't mention it," I said humbly. 
" Always at your service." 

She gave me her thin, bony hand, and 
held mine in an icy grip. 

I saw Miss Bellows and the black cat 
to the gate, and returned pensively to my 
sitting-room. 






Living alone was beginning to tell on 
my nerves and imagination. I made a half- 
hearted attempt to laugh at my fancies, but 
the laugh stuck in my throat: I couldn't help 
noticing that the broom was missing from its 
corner. 

I dashed out of the cottage and looked up and 
down the path. There was no one to be seen. In the 
gathering darkness I could hear Miss Bellows' laughter, 
followed by a snatch of song: 


it 
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"With the darkness around me growing, Something whirred overhead like a Diwali rocket. 
And the moon behind my hat, I looked up and saw them silhouetted against the 
You will soon have trouble knowing rising moon. Miss Bellows and her cat were riding away 
Which is witch and Witch's Cat." on my broomstick. 


Grown-up Words 


A group of kindergarten children were now in the first standard. 

Their teacher wanted them to teel grown up since they were no 

longer in the kindergarten. She told them to use grown up 

words instead of ‘baby’ words. She then asked them to tell 
her what they did during the summer vacation. 


A little one said he went to see his Nana. The teacher said, 

“No, no. Say you went to see your grandmother. Use the 

grown up word.” Another little one said she went for a 

trio on a choo-choo train. The teacher remarked, “No, 

. no. You went on a trip on a train. That’s the grown up 
“ey"word.” 


The teacher then turned to the third little one. She proudly stated that she read a book. The 
teacher asked what book she read. She puffed out her chest and in a very adult way replied, 
“How to prepare Idli and Vada.” 
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Or sunny morning, Mr. Das 
was on a visit to the mango 
orchard he owned. He wanted to find out 
whether the trees had flowered. Suddenly he 
saw one tree whose branches were swaying 
and the leaves were shaking. It looked as though the 
various parts of the tree were having a big argument. When 
he went close, he saw that he was right. The parts of the 
tree were quarrelling who among them was the most 
important and essential part of the tree and who 
contributed the most to the owner of the orchard. 

Das heard the Roots say, * Look we are the most 
important part since we hold you all firmly to the ground. 
We also extract water and mineral salts from the soil and 
give them to you. If we do not work, you all will die!’ 

This was not acceptable to the lone Fruit and 
so it said, ‘No, listen! I’m the most important 
part since I’ ve all the vitamins that people eat 


me for. They care for the tree so that I provide se 


them the most nutritive elements they want in 
a fruit.’ 

Then the Flower got impatient and said, 
‘Hey! Lend me your busy ears. If won’tbloom, — 
where will the fruit come from? So, you see, I’m 
the most necessary part of a tree; without me, the 
tree will be called barren.’ 

Now came the turn of the Leaves to speak for 
themselves. They said, “Oh come on! Stop patting 
yourself unnecessarily. None of you will survive if we will 
not make food. We’ re the kitchen and if we shut down, 
you all will die. Nor will the flowers bloom, nor will the 
fruit be born.’ 

Then the Branches got so angry that the whole tree 
started shaking. They said, * Mr. Root, you’re under the 
ground, and as for the leaves, they are hanging up, thanks 
to me. If I don’t cooperate the tree cannot stand. Don’t 
you See I sway and so does the whole tree? The roots 
cannot hold me, if I decide to shake and the leaves will 
fall when I wish them to; so you see Iam the BEST one.’ 
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After listening to them, Mr. Das could no longer 
tolerate their arguments. He said, ‘Look, Mr. Mango Tree, 
all your parts need to be told that they together make 
you atree. But none of them can survive on their own. 
Each one is dependent on the other. Like the roots to the 
branches, fruit to the flower, flower to the leaves, and 
leaves to the roots, while the branches depend on the 
leaves and roots. Each one of them plays an important 
part, but none of them is worth a paisa when left alone.’ 

Mr.Das spent some time in his orchard. As he turned 
to go back home, he thought the mango trees were smiling 
at him. It was a sure sign of the trees putting out flowers. 
He could expect a good crop of luscious mangoes. 

-By Mahatab P. Bilimoria 
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|) APAGE FROMINDIAN HISTORY 


A SLAVE-GIRL. 








kK was once ruled by King Birudhak. He 


overran Kapilavastu, which was the capital of the 
Sakyas. The battle resulted in the annihilation of the entire 
Sakya clan. Birudhak was only fulfilling a vow that he 
had taken when he was a prince. 

The story starts when Prasenajit was the King of 
Kosala. He built the capital Sravasti into a great city. An 
ardent devotee of the Buddha, he had a special regard 
for the monks who went about spreading the message of 
the Buddha. He built viharas for the monks where they 
could go for worship, and put up resting places for them. 

It was a custom among the monks to seek alms. 
King Prasenajyit arranged for feeding them from the palace. 
One day he was told that the monks did not eat at the 
palace, but collected the food at the gates and went back 
to their resting-houses where they shared the food with 
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others. The king was intrigued. He asked his minister to 
find out the reason. A few days later, the minister went 
back with information. ““Your majesty, the monks are all 
from the Sakya clan and they consider themselves socially 
superior to the people of Kosala.” 

King Prasenayjit began thinking of a peaceful solution 
to the problem. The solution came from the minister 
himself. “Your majesty, 1f you married a Sakya princess, 
the monks would consider at least the royal family as 
enjoying the same social status as theirs.” 

It so happened that one day, while hunting, the king 
got separated from his entourage. Undaunted, he rode 
on and soon found himself in the Sakya kingdom. When 
he was recognised, the Sakyas received Prasenajit, who 
was a votary of Buddhism, with much warmth and great 
respect. The king accepted the hospitality offered to him 
and stayed in the Sakya capital for some days. 

By and by, he made his wish known that he would 
like to marry a Sakya princess. The Sakyas had some 
reservations about a princess being given away in marriage 
to Prasenayjit. Their leaders wondered how they could 
avoid disappointing the Kosala king. 

The chief of the Sakyas, Mahanama, announced 


5 I ._ that he would deal with the problem. He cleverly 


suggested that his daughter, Vasavi, who was 
born of a slave woman, would be offered to 
the king. The girl, though not a true princess, 
was young and beautiful. The wedding of Vasavi 
with King Prasenajit was a grand affair. After 
three days of celebrations in Kapilavastu, King 
Prasenayjit on horseback and Vasavi in a 
decorated palanquin were escorted up to the 
borders of Kapilavastu. 
The people of Kosala greeted their royal 
bride with great respect and admiration. 
However, when Prasenajit went to the bridal 
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chamber, he found Vasavi in tears. He thought Vasavi 
was missing her people back in Kapilavastu. But when 
he asked her, she told him, “I’m shedding tears because 
the Sakyas have cheated you. They did not want to give 
you areal Sakya princess. True, I’m a daughter of chief 
Mahananma, but my mother 1s a slave woman.” 

King Prasenayjit was shocked and wanted to cancel 
all celebrations in Sravasti and lead his army against the 
Sakyas. But the Buddhist in him did not allow him to 
think of revenge and bloodshed. So, he decided to forgive 
the Sakyas. He assured Vasavi that in Kosala, she would 
enjoy the status of a queen. Prasenajit proved to be a 
very loving husband. The more he loved her, the more 
Vasavi came to hate the Sakyas. 

Ason was born to Vasavi. He was named Birudhak. 
As time passed, he grew into a handsome young prince. 
He expressed a desire to visit Kapilavastu and call on his 
grandfather and grandmother. However, Vasavi found one 
excuse or another to put off such a visit. At last, she agreed 
to his journey to Kapilavastu. The Sakyas were not very 
enthusiastic to accord a welcome to the son of a slave- 
girl though he was the prince of a kingdom. However, at 
the instance of Mahanama, he was given a seat in the 
Council Hall, next to that of Mahanama. The Sakas 
heaved a sigh of relief when the prince announced his 
departure for Sravasti after just two days in Kapilavastu. 

Hardly had the prince and his escorts left Kapilavastu 
when one of his bodyguards realised he had left his spear 
in the Council Hall. The prince permitted him to go back 
to fetch it. As soon as he entered the hall, he was shocked 
to see a Slave girl washing the chair on which Prince 
Birudhak had sat for two days. On enquiry, he was told, 
‘*This 1s the chair on which the slave-woman’s son was 
sitting. It must be washed before anyone else uses it.” 

The bodyguard went back and promptly reported 
the matter to his master, the prince. He felt annoyed. On 
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his return, he straight away went to his mother and asked, 
“Mother, are you the daughter of a slave-woman?”’ Vasavi 
was taken aback though she knew that some day her 
son would sure prop up the question. 

‘Yes, my son, my mother was a slave woman though 
I’m the daughter of the Sakya chief. The Sakyas cheated 
your father by marrying me to him as though I am a 
princess.” 

“Mother, Pll teach the Sakyas a good lesson.” 
Birudhak took a vow in the presence of his mother who, 
as we know, had hated the Sakyas all along. The prince 
waited till he ascended the throne after the death of his 
father. Soon afterwards, he mustered a huge army and 
marched against the Sakyas. Kapilavastu was razed to 
the ground. 
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Jataka Tales THE NOSY BIRD 





In a forest near the Himalayas, 
lived a young weaver bird. He 
built himself a cosy little nest. 








When the _ On the same tree, a poor, =7iean 
monsoon young monkey was getting Fy , 

; What bad =| drenched in the rain. /_ 
arrived, : aoe 


74 


e \ weather! 
he was warm Lucky I’m 


and dry in in here! 
his nest. } 












This fellow will fall ill 
if he continues to get wet in 
the rains. Let me advise him! 





ri (so 
, Hey, monkey! 
You have hands 
and legs like 
humans ... 


He cleared his throat loudly and 
opened the conversation. 

























The weaver bird was a nosy parker. 
He always interfered in others’ lives. 


.». Why don’t you build a 
house to protect yourself 
from the bad weather? 





You are right! 
I do have hands 
and legs like 
human beings ... 


... but I do not have 
their intelligence! 
It is a gift that 


I have been denied. 
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y- Building a house does N 


not need intelligence... 











The bird prattled on and on, much 
to the monkey's irritation. 


You should 
always make 
the best use 

of what 
you have. 









how can I build 
a house alone? 
I must have 











Don’t come up 
with excuses! That won't 
do you good! 





Now this was just 
too much for the 
monkey. He could 
take it no more. 




















Why don’t 
you build 
yourself a house 
of leaves? 





Oh my God! 
What's he 


Enough of your 
preaching! Let me 
teach you a lesson, 

you pesky bird! 





He swung away, leaving the bird desolate. 
Fe "ES 


weaver bird 
realised 
that giving 
unsolicited 
advice can 
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JUNE BORN-MAHALANOBIS 


Aearivse: for the science of statistics, Prasanta Chandra Mahalanobis 
was born on June 29, 1893 in Calcutta. He pioneered the 
application of statistics to various fields of activity and sectors of national 
development and the opening of Departments of Statistics for teaching 
) and research in a number of universities in India. 
oY He was born into an enlightened family; his father was Prabodh 
Chandra, and mother Nirodbasini. Young Mahalanobis had his early 
schooling at the Brahmo Boys’ School and took his B.Sc. with honours in 
physics from the Presidency College, Calcutta, in 1912. Next year he 
) , joined the King’s College, Cambridge, and graduated in Tripos in 
mathematics and siyeee he was the only student that year to get a first class in physics. During 
his short vacation in Calcutta, he got a teacher’s post in physics in the Presidency College. 

It was a chance meeting inside the King’s College Library with his tutor, W. H. Macaulay, who 
asked for his opinion on some volumes of Biometrika, a journal edited by Karl Pearson, a famous 
British statistician, which kindled Mahalanobis’s life-long interest in statistics. He now devoted all 
his free time to statistical studies. His real innovative foray into statistical studies began when one 
of his mentors, Brajendranath Seal, Professor of Philosophy, wanted him to analyse the examination 
results of Calcutta University in 1917. In 1927, while working in Karl Pearson’s Laboratory in 
London, his extensive studies in the field of anthropometry gave rise to his discovery called the 
‘Mahalanobis distance’ or the D statistic, a tool widely used in classification problems. Soon the 
range of his studies widened and his help was sought by authorities in different fields, like 
meteorology, agricultural tield experiments, and prevention and control of floods in several parts 
of India. The application of his techniques to different fields of study resulted in a number of 
standard statistical methods. 

Mahalanobis tounded the Indian Statistical Institute (ISI) on December 17, 1931 in the Physics 
Department at the Presidency College. It was declared an ‘Institution of National Importance’ by an 
Act of Parliament in 1959. Mahalanobis was elected Chairman of the U. N. Subcommission on 
Statistical Sampling for four years in 1947. Mahalanobis made a very significant impact on India’s 
planned development. In fact, the Second Five Year Plan was entirely based on the Plan Frame 
involving his innovative concepts and methodologies. 

A number of honours and awards were conferred on him in recognition of his enormous 
achievements in statistics: the Weldon Medal from Oxtord in 1944, election as Fellow of the Royal 
Society (FR.S.) next year, Ramanujan Gold Medal in 1968, and Padma Vibhushan the same year. 

This greatest Indian statistician passed away on June 28, 1972, on the eve of his 79" birthday. 
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INDIAN SATELLITE 


TO MAP THE WORLD 


C 


ARTOSAT-1, India’s remote sensing satellite, 
weighing 1,560 kg, went perfectly into a polar sun- 
synchronous orbit on May 5 along with HAMSAT, weighing 
only 42 kg. Launched by the indigenously-built Polar Satellite Launch Vehicle, it marked a major 
milestone in the country’s highly successful space achievements. For the first time, two satellites 
were launched together trom the same launch pad, newly built at the Satish Dhavan Space Centre 
at Sriharikota. The launch vehicle, PSLV- C 6, cost Rs. 75 crore, CARTOSAT-1, Rs. 250 crore, and 
HAMSAT Rs. 3 crore. The eighth successful PSLV flight carrying the two satellites was witnessed by 
Dr. A.PJ. Abdul Kalam, President of India. 

India’s 13" remote sensing satellite, CARTOSAT-1, has begun sending pictures and data to the 
ground stations. CARTOSAT-1, built by the ISRO Satellite Centre, Bangalore, has two solar panels 
on either side supplying power to it. It has two panchromatic cameras on board, each consisting of 
an all-retlecting telescope with three mirrors. The cameras have a resolution of 2.5 m, which 
means they can take pictures of any object as big as 2.5 m, on the earth. They will beam three- 
dimensional stereo imageries of the earth on the satellite’s track in a stream of data. 





These imageries will enable cartographers (makers of maps and charts) to make three- 
dimensional maps of the terrain including hills, rivers, dams, buildings and slopes. Scientists of 
ISRO point out that with the helo of CARTOSAT-1, the entire country can be mapped in three 


months and the entire world within a year. 


. What is palaeontology the study of? 
a) parasites b) insects c) fossils 


d) human body. 


. Name the disease that.causes opacity 
of the lens-of the eye. 
a) astigmatism b) night blindness 
c) glaucoma d). cataract. 





oll 


In 1976, Jayant V. Narlikar, the renowned 
astronomer/astrophysicist, gave the 10th 
Jawaharlal Nehru Memorial Lecture in Delhi. The 
topic was “The Role of Scientific Outlook in the 
Development of Science and Society”. Printed 
copies of the lecture were distributed to the 
audience. As Prof. Narlikar was leaving the 
auditorium, a news reporter went up to him and 
asked him for a written version. When the 
Professor pointed out that copies had already 
been distributed, the reporter produced a copy 
from his bag and said that he had to make a 
report for his newspaper in 100 words, but he 
did not know how to condense the text. He then 
asked Prof. Narlikar, “Could you tell me in a few 


words what you said?” a 'sA@1 PUES (q “p ‘BUI|eUSIPY (P “€ 
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. Name the hormone which conirols 
blood pressure-in:theshuman body. 
a) Insulin b) Thyroxine 
c) oestrogen d) Adrenaline. 


OO 


- 


Which of the following electromagnetic 
radiation has the shortest wavelength? . 
a) Alpha particles b) Gamma Ys ee 


c) Radio waves d) Beta rays. 








NEW SIVAAEMPLE 


A new temple dedicated to Rudreswar Mahadev was thrown | 
open for worship in Varanasi on Sivaratri day. The unique 
thing about the temple is, it has been built with money 
donated mainly by a pious Muslim lady. Noor Fathima, a 
lawyer by profession, had a dream last year that she 
should be instrumental in building this temple in 
Gangeshpur. The next morning, she set apart some money 
trom her savings. Once the construction started, donations 
began pouring in from Hindu devotees, religious leaders 
and spiritual organisations. Donations in kind came from Muslims, fiasco oad and nein! 


HERITAGE TREE 


The Andhra Pradesh Government has decided 
to spend Rs 10 lakhs for maintaining 
Thimmamma Mari Manu, the name by which 
/ the 550 year old banyan tree in Gudibayalu 
_, village in Anantapur district is known. The tree, 
| which was given an entry in the Guinness Book 
of World Records in 1989, was named after 
© Thimmamma of Gudibayalu whose selfless 
S prayers to the Almighty saved the life of her 
husband. The banyan naturally attracts thousands of women from all parts of the State all through 
the year. The tree has as many as 1,200 hanging roots over an area of 2.1 hectare. 





KOLAM EARNS A RECORD 


Kolam in Tamil Nadu, which is like Rangoli in other — 
parts, is a must in front of every house. The area around 
the gate or the steps near the porch is swept clean early 
in the morning and the place is decorated with a Kolam 
even before the householders wake up. This auspicious 
assignment is an exclusive prerogative of women. When 
a Kolam was conceived, designed, and executed in 
Ariyappadi near Erode in January, it covered a record 
area of 11,000 sq.ft. This was made in Poonga Maidan by a team comprising 50 women, who 
took nearly halt-a-day and used 400 kg rice powder to complete the record-winning Kolam. 
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T* King of Ratnagiri, a long time ago, was ruling 
well and there was peace in the kingdom. He was 
blessed with three sons, and the princes were soon 
growing into handsome young men. Realising that one of 
them would succeed him on the throne whenever he 
decided to give up his royal duties and spend his time in 
meditation and worship of the Almighty, the king called 
them by his side and expressed his desire to them. “From 
now on, I want you to go round the kingdom and watch 
how the people lived and fared. Go in different directions 
and come back by evening and tell me if you have noticed 


anything unusual.” 


eae 
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A FOLK TALE FROM MAHARASHTRA 


THE PRINCES 








AND THE 


PILLARS OF 


STONE 


So, the next morning the three princes set out on 
foot, carrying the food they would need till they went 
back to the palace. Rajkirti the eldest took the road on 
the left; Raymurti told his brothers that he would go along 
the road at right; the youngest Rajsnehi said he would 
take the path that went straight ahead. They promised to 
get back to the palace before it became dark. 

Rajkirti walked on and on for a long time till he 
reached a forest, where he was attracted by the sight of 
three fine horses grazing near a pond. Not far away he 
found a yogi sitting below the shade of a tall tree watching 
the horses as they grazed. 

The prince went up and prostrated before the yog1. 
As he got up, the yogi asked him, “Son, who are you? 
What has brought you to the forest?” 

Rajkirti revealed his identity and told him what had 
taken him away from the palace. ““O holy one! With your 
permission, may I ride one of the horses, so that I can 
reach many areas and meet the people there’?”’ 

“Take any one of them, but ensure that you come 
back here before sunset and tell me of your adventures 
and their significance,’ said the yogi and blessed him. 

Rajkirti got on to one of the horses and rode fast. 
He did not stop anywhere till he came upon a garden 
growing vegetables. When he looked around for the 
gardener who tended the plants so carefully, he was 
astonished to see the garden all fenced up without an 
Opening on any side. As he watched, he could also not 
believe his eyes when the wooden spikes of the fence 
suddenly turned into sickles and began cutting down the 
vegetables. If he so wanted, the prince could have now 
entered the mysterious garden, but he dared not. 
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He rode back to the forest, dismounted and walked 
up to the yogi. “Yes, son, you seem to be excited. What’s 
the matter?” 

Rajkirti gave him a description of the mysterious 
garden. “What did you learn from it, O prince?” asked 
the yogi. His eyes twinkled at that time. 

“IT don’t know, O holy one! It was all a mystery and 
I can’t find an explanation for the strange happening,” 
confessed the prince, looking pleadingly at the yog1. 

“Tf you can’t understand such simple things, then, 
how are you going to rule the kingdom? For your 
stupidity, I shall turn you into a stone pillar!” 

The next moment Prince Rajkirti became a stone 
pillar. 

The king and the other two princes, who had 
returned to the palace, spent anxious moments when 
Rajkirti did not make his appearance even by night. 
The king did not remember to ask his younger sons 
about their experiences. He found them tired after their 
day-long wanderings. He told them that they would 
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think up a strategy the next morning. It was decided 
that Rajmurti would take the road at left and go in search 
of his brother. Rajsnehi said he would take the road at 
right, as the pathway he took the previous day had led 
him to hills and mountains where there was not much of 
habitation. 

Rajmurti, like his brother, soon came upon the forest, 
the three handsome horses and the yogi watching the 
horses grazing. He forgot about his brother and offered 
his salutations to the yogi and sought his permission to 
ride one of the horses. “I’ve come this way earlier, O 
holy one, but I’ ve never come across such handsome 
horses.” 

“Go ahead, O Prince, but come back before sunset 
and tell me of your adventures,” said the yogi, putting out 
asmile. 

Rajmurti in his excitement to jump on to a horse, 
ailed to notice the stone pillar, the top of which had a 
resemblance to the face of his brother. He rode on, looking 
at his left now and at his right then, to find whether he 
could see Rajkirti anywhere standing, sitting, or lying 
down. No, he could not find anyone resembling his 
brother. 

But, then there was this old man, almost bent double 
with the heavy load of firewood that he was carrying on 
his back. Rajmurti pulled up the horse and asked: 
“Grandpa! Can [help you?” 

The man did not even raise his head, nor did he speak 
a single word, but went on picking up more firewood. 
Rajmurti thought that what he saw was something strange 
and he should report it to the yogi. He rode back and 
when he approached the yogi, he dismounted and paid 
his obeisance to the holy man. “Tell me, what was your 
experience?” 

Rajmurti gave a description of the old man and how 
he offered to help him. “Why didn’ the accept your offer?” 
queried the yogi. 

“I don’t know, O holy one; he wouldn’t speak to me 
a word,” said Rajmurt. 

“O Prince! If you don’t know such simple things, 
how will you rule the kingdom when you get an 
opportunity? You’re stupid, and you won’t remain a 
prince. I’m turning you into a stone pillar!” 
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When Rajmurti failed to turn up, Rajsnehi was very 
upset, while the king got really worried. His youngest 
son tried to pacify him and said he would go in search of 
his brothers the next day. 

In the morning, the prince took the left path and 
walked on till he came to the forest. He, too, was 
captivated by the sight of the horses and the yogi watching 
them grazing in peace. Suddenly, the prince noticed the 
two stone pillars. He thought it strange, but the top of the 
pillars had some resemblance to his brother’s faces. He 
was intrigued. 

Rajsnehi approached the yogi and asked, “O holy 
one, did my brothers come this way?” 

“Yes, they did, O prince,” said the yogi with a smile. 
“They wished to ride the horses and when they came 
back they could not answer my questions properly, so I 
turned them into stone pillars!’ 

‘How can they be brought back to life, O holy one?” 
pleaded Rajsnehi. 

“You ride a horse, go out and if you see anything 
strange, come back and explain it to me,” said the yog1. 
“Tf you give me a satisfactory answer, all three of you can 
go back riding the three horses.” 

Prince Rajsnehi thought for a while and decided to 
try his luck which might also save the lives of his brothers. 
He mounted one of the horses and rode out as directed 
by the yogi. He could not find any strange happening or 


meet any strange character who could help him witha / Bit 


clue to an answer that would satisfy the yogi. 

He was feeling thirsty and he also wanted to give the 
horse a rest before proceeding further. He saw a pond at 
a distance and on reaching the place, he dismounted and 
let the horse graze for some time. He went near the pond 
and as he was about to scoop up some water in his hands, 
he saw the pond receding. He moved forward and got 
into the water in the hope that he could have a drink 
where there was plenty of water. Lo and behold, the pond 
receded further and in no time, the prince found himself 
standing on the dry bed of a pond! 

Now that was something really strange and he 
decided to go back to the yogi. When he narrated his 
experience to the yogi, he asked him, “Yes, you now tell 
me, what do you understand from the phenomenon?” 
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However much the prince racked his brain to find a 
plausible answer, he could not think up anything that could 
be acceptable to the yogi. “You’re no better than your 
brothers, O prince. I’m afraid you'll have to meet with 
the same fate!’’ The next moment Prince Rajsnehi was 
turned to a stone pillar. 

Anyone can imagine the turmoil in the palace when 
the youngest prince also did not turn up till late in the 
might. The king was full of remorse because it was at his 
instance that the three princes had gone out. And nobody 
knew what happened to them! Despite the minister’s 
suggestion that the army should fan out in search of the 
princes, the king announced that he himself would go in 
search of his sons. The king took the same pathway and 
soon came to the forest and saw the yogi keenly watching 
the horses grazing peacefully. 

The king thought the yogi with his powers would be 
able to tell him something about the princess. “O holy 
one, I’m sure my three sons came this way during their 
wanderings in the kingdom...” 
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The yogi did not allow him to proceed further. “Yes, 
they came, and I put them simple questions, which they 
could not answer. I found them stupid and not qualified 
to become a king when their turn came. So, I made them 
stone-pillars. You can see them here!” 

The king was surprised to see the three pillars and 
the top resembling their faces. “What were the 
questions, O holy one? May I answer them for the sake 
of my sons?” 

The yogi then told him of the eldest prince’s adventure. 
“The prince saw a vegetable garden with none to protect 
them. The spikes of the fence suddenly turned into sickles, 
and started cutting down the vegatables. What does it 
mean?’ 

“The fence was there to protect the plants and the - 
vegetables. The fence was like a bad servant who 
destroys his master’s property.” 

The yogi smiled and then narrated the second prince’s 
experience. “The old man, unmindful of the heavy load 
he was carrying, went on gathering more firewood adding 
to the weight. What do you make out of it, O King?”’ 

The king said, “The man was not satisfied with 
whatever he had. He craved for more without realising 
the consequences.” 

The yogi was still smiling. ““Your youngest son wanted | 
a sip of water but found himself being cheated by the my three sons. Today I shall take them back to my palace 





pond. How will you explain that, O king?” and I would be obliged if you’ Il join us to teach the boys 
‘A man who is extravagant and wastes his wealthon how to be good kings.” 
useless things, will be left with nothing in the end,” said The yogi accepted the king’s invitation and told the 
the king. He heard laughter and found his three sons _ princes, “You take a horse each and go back with your 
standing by his side. The pillars had vanished. father.” 
‘“O holy one!” said the king, prostrating before the After some days, the yogi was ceremonially taken to 


yogi. “I shall serve you with my life for giving back lifeto the palace and installed as the Rajguru of the princes. 


Inequality of the sexes 


It’s now officially confirmed — men and women are 

not equal! But betore the hardened male chauvinists 
rejoice and the feminists train their guns at males, 
women are superior, at least in one aspect! According 

to psychology experts, females learn to talk and use 
sentences earlier, and learn to read more quickly than 
males. Untortunately, males have a smaller vocabulary 

than females at maturity. 
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PRESENTS 


KALEID2eS Cz PE 


LIME “N’ WATER 


his happened when | was in the Vth Standard. | had completed my annual 
exams and the summer vacation had just started. Some friends had arrived 
trom America, and | was playing with them. My father came into the room and 
asked, “What would you like to have tor a drink?” My triends said, “Lime juice, 
please.” My mother opened the fridge, and saw there was only one lime. She 
was taken aback. There were three guests and my father, too. How could she 
serve all four with one lime? 
“Run to the shop, Raghvi, and 
fetch some lime,” she told me. 






Unfortunately, it was a 
Sunday and no shop was open. 
Naturally, | had to return empty- 
handed. Finally, mother 
prepared lime juice for three 
with one lime. It must have 
been a pretty mixture. And my 
father—guess what he was 
given? Sugar dissolved in 
water! To give him all credit, he 
sipped it without comment or 
contorting his face! 


Even today, brother and | 
sometimes tease him, “Would 
you like to have lime juice, 


a 
Bada Raghvi (13), Chennai 
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MY MOM 


My mother is the best person in the world, 
She sacrifices her time for me, 

She takes extraordinary care of me, 

She helps me greatly, don’t you see? 


My mom can tell me from a million clones, 
She brought me to this world, 

She’s a genuine article of god. 

Nothing can be without a mother. 


My mother is as important to me as the 
Sun is to the Earth, 

Many kids love their mothers, and they 
might feel the same way! 


Aravind (8), Toronto 


MY BEAUTIFUL PALACE 


A beautitul palace, 








My King gave it to me. 

Although it is my lifetime, 

My home it will be. 

| call it my body, 

To use as | will. 

But this | remember that God owns tt still. 


From things that would harm it, 

Il keep it away. 

And caretully guard it by night and by day. 
Its windows and doors are my lips, ears 
and eyes. 

Dear King, help me use them in ways that 
are wise. 


Artan Rehman Sherief (10), Swaziland 
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Teacher : 
Shyam, can you 
take off your 
coat? 

Shyam : Yes, 
ma‘am. 





Teacher : Tell 
me, why is that 
a polar bear cannot remove his coat? 
Shyam : Because, he doesn’t know where 
the buttons are. 


Magistrate : How did 
you dare steal this 
diamond 
CaN | necklace from 
q | 
SE 


written there ‘Don’t miss the golden 





the jewellery 
shop? 
Thief : It was 





opportunity!’ 


S.K. Nazma Sultana (13), Jaggayyapet ) 


Pranav : How do 
you keep an idiot 
waiting ¢ 
Partha : I'll tell you 
tomorrow. 
Vismitha 
Katyayani (11), 








. Cowboy : Last week | fell 
G.T. Kumar (14) | 
~ broke my leg. My 
- horse dragged me 
. to the shade of a 
- tree and went 
' away to fetch a 
- doctor. 


- Friend : My! What an intelligent horse! 





Bangalore | 


Magistrate : 
Why did you 
rob the same 
shop a second 
time? 

Thief : Your 


. honour, | saw a board in the shop which 
. said ‘Thank you, Come again!’ 


S. Akaash (11), Thrissoor 


© www tw ww ww www: 






off my horse and 






by 


- Cowboy : It’s not as smart as you imagine. 
- He went and brought a veterinarian! 


Shivangi Shinari (13), Mumbai 


Master (on 
seeing the 
sA\ servant coming 
| Ls home tired) : 
Cris What's the 


matter? 






Servant : As 
Ee Soon as | 


. reached the bus stand, | saw the bus moving 
. out, so | ran after it. But | saved two rupees! 


, Master : Fool! Why didn’t you run after a 


taxi@ You would have saved twenty rupees! 


B. Vijaya Lakshmi (10), Avadi 
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IDENTIFY THE RIVERS a 
r Most of India’s rivers are associated with our mythology; me 
s take the help of the clues to identify them. iy, 
’ Across : ; - 
‘ 1. It was on the banks of this river that ee ad ot r 
} Rama first came to stay. df 
J 3. The ashram on the banks of this river tte WP oad]? : ie 
r was called Panchavati. ede es aie eT sl ~ 
F 5. Rama met Shabari on the banks of ] i] as 
u this river. I a 
; 6. This river bordered Ayodhya. - am 
| 7. Chitrakoot was situated on the banks | a im | ae 
ery P| | | oe | | | | 
= Down : p> | Zz 
2. This is more famous as a mythical < 
| iver | } 
| 3. This river is believed to originate in te ,-- 
- Kailas. fc 
4. This river is the daughter of Surya. Peta oh eS a tia) i 
RIDDLES DEFT DEFINITIONS os 
b i i — 
L Tey hichthas ere. but ee | he 
: a. j Place where papa pays for beta to play J f 
can ae 
n BEAUTY PARLOUR | sr 
fi 2. What has an eye but Place where ageing women fight off f 
yy can't see? I their age I uf 
Z S. Vismitha Katyayani_ |! OFFICE i — 
f 11) B | y Place where you can release yourself J e 
: (11), Bangalore I from work B. Ragavi (13), Avadi | a 
3b Witt ciceraniteeeoler UdJOM MOU D Job Of SU SI] “Pp - 
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~ alphabet is always wet and salty? sa1qdqiy J] 
s =~ ydo “py | 
z - OBudyd “© ‘IOMSDIDS °Z x. 
" \2 4. What time is it MOG A 
; ! 5 ~ when an elephant ee ia Epis RS a 
arabica veut Oduiby *G ‘UDADPOD “| ‘DSDWD| *| a 

= watch? ea - 
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Story so far: Bruised and battered by Terrolene’s army of killer robots 
G-man makes a hasty getaway. A major setback but not yet defeated 
G-man has a master-plan up his sleeve. 
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In a secret location somewhere in the Thar desert... 


That leads into | 
parallel universes: 


"Different worlds that are 
believed to be much like ours 


—_— La ¢ 
.. 


aie 
i oii 
eS . —— 


j The plan: To try and get 

6-men from other worlds 

aon forces with him in 
e 


eating Terrolene s might. 


But do such worlds 
really exist? 


Would they hold life 
forms much like us? 


And even if they did 
would there be a G-man? 





Cnandamama June 2005 - 34 


There was only 
one way to find out... 


ae 


Hmm... 
Well, at least 
it looks the same... 
So far. ‘ 





a Ae lt tlie eth ees lel 


ay 
o/ 
yh = 
y And so do 
. the people. 


But 
they don t look 
too happy... 





POWER SUPPLY FOR (@ a 


—— ea Alto tees eee sled 











He's 
Where God “SpeScaped. 


nave.you Been bless you 


G-man. 


You re J . ' 
still alive? , Icant % 
= } believe my 


saviour is here 
Hurray... 4 


remember anythin | - hold it... 


G-man? Has that tyrant gone | will someone tell 
so far as to steal your memory... me whats going 
but now you are here and once : on? \ 
again we have hope... 


: _— 
» 
\ fj 
K- 


What —— 
/ infernal mind = 
isatwork here, | 


» do tell meall. 4 
ee _ 
A 





andamama June 2005 - 36 








POWER SUPPLY FOR ( c 


Visit www parfeproducts.com 





It all started a few 

years back when the 

millionaire Terrolene 
started buying off 
land and factories 


across the globe. 
Everyone was happy 


the economy thrived. 
He paid well you see. 





haa 
= 





> 









P/ 
OP 


No one saw through 
his evil intentions, 
No one but you G-man. 


be 
—_ 
- 








m 

ap) 

uf) 

5 

Oo 

A 

= You even warned us but 
5 it was too late. Terrolene 
es had not only control over 
c our lands but also our minds. 
o 

e m 

o 
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By then he was so above | 
and beyond the law... 
He was the law. 


And there was complete | 
anarchy. You either did as he 
dictated or you were dead. 
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You fought him G-man and fought him well but then 
just like the rest of them even you disappeared one day... 


y Where 
have you been ja." 


people are 
depending on me to 
free them from the 

clutches of 

Terrolene... 


don't nanilee I'm 
not the G-man they 
think I am. 


sound selfish... 
but first I must rescue my 
own world before it's too 
late. For that I must find 
the G-man here... 


BUM e Meet se 


Next: Is the G-man of this world still alive? Even if he is, will he be able to 
help our world? Has G-man traveled to the parallel universe in vain? Find out 
in the forthcoming issue of Netherworld... 
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| oO rm aa a) meena 


n a , 
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oan oem Bae >) 
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. Major Suryaraj teaches PT in allel seateupleln) 
. Saint Peter 

Brera 

- Saint Thomas 


. Terrolene is creating a massive army of 
. Machines 


Androids 
Robots 


The secret army of Terrolene is located below the T-Towet 


Mee 00 alors 
mm el O Rs aioe. 
te bears 


Cri lbm t= m beam to destroy the androids 


. Green 
mots s 
m=) i 8 to 


. Out of all those robots destroyed by G-man, fiseéven more machines 
mei T a 

. Cute 

. Handsome 
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The rebels of Shantipur, who have moved 
away to neighbouring Amritpur, are 
marking time to go back. Their leader, 
Vasant, is in touch with hermit Jayanand 
and the mysterious Arya who is an 
inmate of the hermitage. Jayanand 
reminds them of the royal treasury in 
ruins. Whatever it holds belongs to the 
rightful owner. It has to be used for the 
people’s welfare. 


TT 


Vasant and Arya meet at the old royal treasury. ee > ¢——l [ 
Volunteers join hen ao} , 
ip Lf eT 


SS and J abarSen saying 


‘ m they would come back 


let's go in and during the day. 


SA find out what's 
7 there. A | 


eS 
a 


SS | 


lS _ _ % = 4 = 


While two “(Footsteps arehear = The soldiers sent by Jabar 
volunteers keep || Vasant and Arya take Sone ee 
guard, Vasant and cover behind a wall. | a’) \ me 
Arya come out to |§ =o OW W/ What's there® _ 
wait for the cart. a £ | AA to guard here? 


The place Is in. 


i 
| 
q | 
| I 
" ] 
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7 awayatter 
some time. 
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The soldiers are caught unawares || The two volunteers join them with Vasant fetches some ropes and tie 
when Vasant and Arya tackle leaves and herbs and make the the soldiers’ hands from behind. 
' 


hem from behind. | S| | soldiers smell them. The volunteers a ay = 7 = 
> — hE OF ' 1 | squeeze drops into their mouths. The af b 
Y Wellleave 


soldiers go into a swoon. 
_ as soon as the 
cartarrives. 


One of the volunteers arrives driving a cart. ) \ — His ais bisa ; onl 
AZ 7 ) aR i, 
mn A im op Oe 7 ® os to the cart. 
Ke a 7 i on | 
T = , aa \\E , a | aR | i 4 a : 
Weel | AI ee vs 

ayaan WY Eg 

) Vz i" NY Sf J | ! 
4 Se ia f a = =< rE a [ Ah Let's 


YY load the cart 


ip i | | 
Come on, ——s With the boxes covered with 
brother, we'll get a7 » NOS ———_ $$ | turbans, the cart moves away 
<—— — from the old treasury. 
‘| SO if Aves) 


Into the cart. 


Atdaybreak, ~* 

| shall get down and 
return to the hermitage. You 
take the boxes to Amritour. 
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At the first sign of dawn, : 
Arya takes leave of Vasant Brother! 
and the volunteers. "7 | shall join our folks in 
3 Amritour, but it’s time, 
you led us back to 
S hantipur. 


Certainly, Vasant, 
you may await a 


Nextmorning } 
when Vir Singh 
and Jabar 
return, they 

are in fora 
shock. 


how your 
soldiers 


| wonder whether 
the wealthwesaw VY 
last night is still there! 


J abar, someone Y Letme arouse 


has spied on us lastnight Wf the soldiers. They 
and raided the place after /}}\ might be able to 
| we left. But who? tell us. 
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We had hardly 


reached this place when \ —~ > 
we were surrounded by : . 


Shame on you! 
You miserably failed 
duty! _L 
your duty st 


arrow! There’s a 
message, too! , 


VirSinghdoes | 
not wait for Jabar| 
Sen who 

confronts the 
soldiers again, 
hoping to get 

some clue about 
Prince Arya. 


) YF gagged you? 
, = 
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Let's go.No \_ 
point in wasting 
our time here! 


Who the 
hell is this 


Chandamama 






LAUGH TILL 
YOU DROP! 


Customer : I want my money back. 
Clerk : What's the problem? 

Customer :I bought some bird seed here 
and it was no good. 

Clerk : Why? Wouldnt the birds eat it? 


Customer : Birds? I planted each of those 
seeds, and not one bird came up! 






Smoking kills. If you're 
killed, you've lost a 
very important part of 
your life. 


- Brooke Shields 






Mother: How was your first day at school? 
Maria:Okay , but I didn't get my present yet. 
Mother : What present? 

Maria : Well, the teacher told me, ‘Maria 
sit there for the present’. May be I'll get it 
Tomorrow. 
“Who is an imbecile? Stand up 
said the teacher. 

The whole class stood up without 
a murmur. And they smartly 
declared, “We now know the 
meaning of the word, but it must 
be glorious, for you're standing, 
too, sir." 





yer 
. axa 


Mother:What are you doing with that 
watering can? 
Sonu:T want to water my flowers. 


_ Mother:But can't you see? It's raining 
outside. 


— Sonu:That's all right. I've my raincoat on. 





Dattu’s |Grandpa, that 
grandfather has trumpet you 
come on a visit. got me on 


is great! It’s 
helping me 
earn pocket 


Mummy actually 


Really? How’s pays me two rupees 
that? Do you play oS > it! 


it on stage or 43 I've saved up enough 
something? ~ ! | money for a video game! 
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MYTHOLOGY 






BA 


[) passed. Rukmini gave birth to a son. He was 
named Pradyumna. One day a demon called Shamvar 
kidnapped the charming child and gave it to his wife, 
Mayavati. 

Krishna’s palace at Dwaraka was a well-protected 
bastion. The yadavas and their soldiers kept a constant 
vigil on it. Despite such protection could anybody kidnap a 
child? And who? All were puzzled. 

Krishna prayed to the Divine Mother. “O Mother, such 
an unfortunate thing could not have happened without your 
knowledge, for, itis not natural happening but supernatural. 
You alone can come to my help and restore the child to 
us,” he said. 

The Goddess appeared before Krishna. “Your son was 
stolen because of a curse. Don’t worry. When he grows 
up as a young man, he would return home, after destroying 
his demon captor,” she said. 

Krishna and Rukmini consoled themselves on this 
assurance. 

How, indeed, had the demon succeeded in taking away 
the child? No doubt, it was by his power of creating an 
illusion. This power, called Maya, can cast a spell on 





anybody, be he a man or a god or ademon. Rama ran 
after a deer, taking it to be a true golden one, because 
he was under the spell of Maya. For of the same reason 
he was unable to know where Sita had been detained. 
It was because of Maya again that he failed to recognise 
his sons, Lava and Kusa. Valmiki had to tell him that 
they were his sons. 

When the Lord is born as a human being, he too 
has to be guided by many principles that govern the 
world of mortals. That is why even Krishna was obliged 
to hide from demons or destroy them through others. 
While the power of Maya obtained by demons 1s used 
to harm others and create problems, the same power 
when used by the worthy can prove quite beneficial. 

The fact is, itis Maya, in some form or the other, 
that governs the world. And Mahadevi was the 
repository of this immense force. 

The demon brothers, Rambho and Karambho, 
were quite ambitious. In order to gain some boons from 
the great gods, they decided to engage themselves in 
penance. 

Karambho sat in a river and meditated; Rambho 


18. MAHISHASURA AND IMMORTALITY 
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meditated after perching himself on a tree. Indra used to 
grow scared of anybody who meditated on the great 
Gods. Under his influence, a crocodile killed Karambho 
in the river. 

When Rambho learnt of his brother’s death, he 
lighted a flame in front of him and decided to sacrifice 
himself to the god of Fire. He unsheathed his sword for 
the purpose. 

At once the god of Fire appeared before him and 
said, ““To take one’s own life is a grievous sin. Don’t do 
it. You may ask for a boon.” 

‘Very well. Let me have a son who cannot be killed 
by gods, men or demons,” said Rambho. He wanted to 
wreak vengeance on the gods through such a powerful 
son, in case he too got killed like his brother. 

‘Your wish is granted,” said the god of Fire and he 
vanished. 

Rambho wandered from place to place. One day 
he met a young demoness. Fascinated by her, he married 
her. The demoness was in the habit of assuming the form 
of a she-buffalo when travelling. 

One day when Rambho and his wife were crossing 
a forest, a wild buffalo saw Rambho’s wife in the form of 
a buffalo, and attacked her. Rambho went to her rescue, 
but got killed. His wife sacrificed herself in his funeral 
pyre. 

At that time, she was an expectant mother. Out of 
the pyre emerged her two sons, Mahishasura and 
Raktabee}. 

Mahishasura soon distinguished himself as an 
uncompromising enemy of the gods. The demons, pleased 
with him, made him their king. Renowned demon-heroes 
like Tikshur, Tamra, Asiloma, Sudarka, Vidal, Trinetra, 
and Kalavandhaka became his ministers and generals. 

The war between the gods and demons had been 
continuing for a long time. Mahishasura climbed the 
Kanchan mountain and sat there for years meditating on 
Lord Brahma. When the Lord at last appeared before 
him, the demon asked him for the boon of immortality. 

“Whoever is born must die. I cannot make you 
immortal. Ask me for some other boon,” said Brahma. 

“Grant me then, O Lord, that no hero among the 
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gods or men or demons can ever vanquish me,” prayed 
Mahishasura. ““Letit be so,” said Brahma. 

When Mahishasura asked for this boon, he had in 
his mind the male heroes. He never imagined that there 
could be any possibility of a goddess or a woman or a 
demoness turning his enemy. 

Mahishasura, now protected by Brahma’s boon, 
grew extremely proud. He sent an emissary to heaven. 

The demon-emissary met Indra, the king of gods, 
and said, “I come from the mighty demon-king, 
Mahishasura. He proposes that you surrender your abode 
to him. Let all the gods live peacefully as his subjects. 
You may turn down the proposal only to your own peril. 
You ought to know that there is nobody equal to my king 
in strength or valour. To go and fight him would mean 
only one thing for you to meet your doom.” 

Indra burst out, “Listen, you impudent emissary of 
an impudent demon! You deserve to die; but I spare you 
to uphold the dignity of your office. Go and tell your master 
that he is welcome to fight me. I have heard that he sports 
a pair of horns. I shall pluck them and use them in my 


thunder.” (To continue) 
, 4 
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A STUNNING 
PROPHECY 


LEGENDS FROM OTHER LANDS (ANCIENT GREECE) 







nobleman named Ancaeus had led a life of adventure. He had been the captain of a ship 

© and had performed all his difficult tasks well. Now he was tired. He chose a lovely hill-top 
to build for himself a castle. He had no dearth of wealth. He employed so many servants to look 
after the castle and the orchards and gardens around it. 

“My son, God has given you enough experience and enough treasure. Now devote your 
time to some good work and for quiet reflections on different issues of life,” advised an old 
venerable teacher of Ancaeus. The nobleman nodded, as if he agreed with 

the counsel, but that was all he did. He had several friends who knew 
nothing except making merry. They always kept him in good humour 
and he in his turn did everything possible to make them happy. 
That was a time when small kingdoms fought among themselves. 
Those who were victorious drove thousands of men and women 
from the conquered lands into their own kingdom and employed 
them as slaves. One could buy them in the market. Among such 
captive slaves were learned and talented people. But their masters 
did not care for their merits. They were crushed under hard 
‘._ labour. No mercy was shown to a slave even if he was old or 
‘| sick or onthe verge of death. 
a ; Ancaeus had a number of slaves. They worked under a 
SR - very stern and cruel supervisor. Ancaeus had decided to raise a 
f.; vineyard of choice grapes. The slaves had to work day and 
4 night for preparing the rocky ground around his castle for the 
_ — delicate creepers to grow. “Hurry up, hurry up, you lazy donkeys!” 
yi a the supervisor would shout at the slaves while whipping them. 
| ~~ “Our master would like to have a sumptuous harvest of quality 
‘i grapes to prepare the best possible wine from them.” 
VES: iced: és Prciied Ancaeus, who one day overheard the supervisor’s exhortation 
to the slaves. “Experts say that the grapes I am planting are the best in the world and this land, 
too, is eminently suitable for the crop. I look forward to the day when I will taste the first cup of 
wine made out of my own grapevines.” 
“Do you hear, you fools? Our master is keenly looking forward to tasting the wine from the 
grapes you are to raise. Sooner the better,’ shouted the supervisor swinging his whip over the 
backs of the unfortunate labourers. 
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““Ha!’’ blurted out one of the slaves. “The master would never be able to taste .. fa =a | 










the wine from the grapes these creepers would produce.” ME” | | 

Even though the slave said this in a subdued voice, the supervisor ti fae eee {hog 
heard him. “What did you say, you rogue?” he demanded at a er og ee | 
thundering pitch of his voice. 

‘What, what did the fellow say?” queried Ancaeus, turning 
back. The supervisor caught hold of the slave and shoved him 
forward. “The fellow has gone mad. He said something that only = ms ‘ OF Aye 
a lunatic can utter,” said the supervisor. > a I hee — 

“Will you repeat what you said?” demanded Ancaeus. i > ee 3 

“T said that our master will not be able to taste the wine to be produced 
from these tender creepers,” said the slave. 

There was a grim silence. Everybody expected the mastertopunish— sy 
probably to kill — the audacious slave. But Ancaeus gravely walked away and ©» 
ordered his servants to keep a close watch on the slave so that he does not escape. = 

The vineyard yielded a large quantity of delicious grapes. Expert winemakers 
were commissioned to churn the drink out of them. The job was done and the first cup 
of wine was brought before Ancaeus. He received it and set it down on the table before Dy RE. 
him and sent for the slave who had made that unusual prophecy. Everybody understood that Shae 
the master would punish the fellow while enjoying the drink. 

The slave, looking as solemn as ever, but without the slightest sign of either repentance or 

| fear, stood before his master. 
# ; &, Ancaeus laughed. “Do you remember your stupid 
= = prophecy? Now see, I'm going to taste the wine!” 
Sy: announced the proud master, looking at his friends and 
flatterers who stood behind him or flanking him. ““What 
have to say now?” he asked the slave after yet another 
hearty laugh. 
‘“There’s many a slip between the cup and the lip,” 
quietly answered the slave. 

Ancaeus laughed louder than ever and lifted the cup. 
Just then a servant came rushing and shouting, “My lord, 

a terrible boar is laying waste our prize vineyard!” 
‘What! A mere boar!” exclaimed the master, setting the 
- » cup down on the table. Picking up his sword, he rushed into 
~~ his orchard to kill the boar. Lo and behold, the boar killed him.The 

wine on the table remained untasted. 

We still use the phrase, “There is many a slip betwixt the cup 
and the lip,” — meaning that anything can happen any moment or 
one’s plans can go wrong even at the last and the most unexpected 
moment! (M.D.) 
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Here is a crossword on Science, 
he clues are given below to 
help you solve it. 


1. Who is the only woman to have received 
the Nobel Prize in two different disciplines? 


ac) : 


3. What is the basic SI unit of energy? 
6. What type of intection causes tuberculosis? 
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Anjana, Beena, Chandrika 

4 and Devayani are returning 

Sf LAS Sto their village together 

\ ) after concluding sales for 

the day. They compare notes 

es on how many unsold mangoes 

“23 each one has in her basket. “I have 

the least,” crows Anjana gleetully. “In fact, if | had 

3 more, I'd still have 1 less than Beena!” 

Chandrika gloomily adds, “If | had 3 less, my 

share would be thrice as much as yours, Anjana!” 

“What about me?” asks Devayani sadly. “! have 

as many mangoes left as all the three of you put 

together!” 

“That's right,” says Beena. “Now, if all our 

mangoes were to be evenly distributed, we should 
have 11 each!” 

So, how many unsold mangoes does each have? 


a> MANGO MATHS , 10. Which animal disease can be transmitted to 


man? 


| 11. What is the disease that is also called tetanus? 
| 12. What causes wart on the skin? 
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Across: 


Who discovered the law of elasticity? 
Which planet is named after the Roman god 
of Agriculture? 
Which planet is named after the Roman god 
of Love and Beauty? 
Which planet is smaller than the earth’s moon? 
What is the most abundant metal in the 
earth’s crusté 
Which part of the human body does vitiligo 
attect? 
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- By R. Vaasugi 


- By Rajee Raman 
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Ni asruddin had been a carefree man all his life. He 
had earned a living, though not by the sweat of his 
brow, but by the wit of his brains. However, all that ended 
when he came to Najaf and took up the post of a cleric. 
His lot, he thought, was akin to that of a pet. A dog well 
fed and well groomed, yet never free in the full sense of 
the word. Most of the time, it was tied or held by a leash. 
And, when let free, it was expected to run back to the 
master at the first whistle. 

‘lm leading a dog’s life,’ the words came to 
Nasruddin’s lips and a cloud came over his face. “I must 
get rid of these shackles!’ he told himself. 

He paced the garden, in front of his house, immersed 
in deep thought. He thought of all possible means of 
escaping the duty. He studied each option. None seemed 
to hold out a promise. There was no way he could regain 
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his freedom. The pulpit seemed to hold him in 
bonds. That thought left him ill at ease. 

The people of Najaf, too, were ill at ease. 

Nasruddin’s conduct worried them. He was 
the first preacher, in all history, who did not deliver 
a sermon three Fridays in succession. 

The elders of the town got together to discuss 
the problem. They decided to send a delegation 
to meet Nasruddin and make him see reason. 

Nextmorning, Nasruddin was on the verandah 
of his house, scratching his head, thinking how he 
could handle the next Friday’s sermon. The 
delegates of the townsmen walked in. They 
| bowed, politely, greeted him and waited till he 
made them sit down. 

“What can I do for you?” Nasruddin asked. 
“Do your duty,” they were brief. 
“My duty? And who are you to teach me my 


| duty?” Nasruddin’s voice was sharp and edgy. 


‘We’ re the people. And the people’s voice counts,” 





said the leader of the group. “Ah ha,’’ Nasruddin brushed 
them aside. 

“We came to tell you to be ready with the sermon 
next Friday,” the leader of the delegation repeated the 
message. 

‘Either do the duty assigned to you or quit,’ the rest 
of the men said in a chorus. 

Nasruddin did not say a word. They repeated the 
warning. He still did not say a word. 

‘Are you tongue-tied?” shouted the leader of the 
group. 

“Can the tongue be tied down, ever?” Nasruddin 
countered, bursting into laughter. 

‘This is no laughing matter,” the leader of the group 
spoke sternly. 

“One man’s worry is another man’s laugh,” 



















thirty richest families in the town would take turns to feed 
the elephant. In any month with 31 days, the City Council 
would meet the expenses of the one extra day. 

‘We’ ll become pauper if we’ ve to feed the elephant. 
It eats and eats and eats. It eats when it is awake. It eats 
while it sleeps. Eating 1s all that it does. Oh! Who will 
save us fromrum? Who will help us get nid of this animal?” 
they groaned, after a few days of upkeep of the elephant. 
Who would do that? 

Then came the idea. Why should not they ask 
Nasruddin to undertake the job? He was being paid by 


\ < =D the Caliph to preach. But he won’t preach. They would 


Nasruddin continued to 
rock with laughter. 
Then began more exchange of words. 
The men begged Nasruddin to do his duty. They 
pleaded with him to be reasonable. When he did not 
listen, they threatened to drive him out of the town. He 
told them he would be happy if that could happen. 

“Do your worst,’ he prompted them. 

“You’re not a Mulla! You’re Shaitan’s agent. A 
representative of the devil!” they screamed at him. 

“Mind your tongue! Or .. .’’ Nasruddin lost his cool. 

“Or what will you do, you sham preacher? Why don’t 
you deliver sermons? We are told you are wise. Guide 
us along the right path. Or...” they growled. 

“Didn’t I tell you, do your worst?” Nasruddin did 
not bat an eyelid. 

The men chortled with anger when he herded them 
and showed them up to the gate. 

Yet the problem posed by Nasruddin was only a 
minor irritant for the people. The cause of their real worry 
lay elsewhere. The Caliph had entrusted to them the 
upkeep of a royal elephant about two weeks back. “No 
harm should come to the elephant. Even if a hair of the 
animal is touched, every man in Najaf will pay for it,’ the 
royal instruction was clear. 

The elders of the town got together, decided that the 
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not make an issue of it 1f he would make the Caliph let 
them off the task of feeding the royal elephant. 

They made it to his house, one morning. 

“Salaam alai kum,” the men politely greeted him. 

““Alai kum asalaam,” he replied, but there was no 
warmth in the response. Nor did he ask them to be seated. 

“O Learned One! We are sorry for what we said at 
our last meeting. We won’t make an issue of our right to 
have a weekly sermon delivered to us. In return . ..”’ the 
leader of the group paused. 

“T should have known. You’re rich. You’ ve become 
rich by trading with the devil,’ Nasurddin cleverly 
reminded them that they had called him the devil. 

‘Pardon us our mistake. We are truly sorry for our 
conduct,” the men said 1n a chorus. 

Nasruddin guessed that the problem must be serious. 
Otherwise these moneybags would not have come to him. 
Their looks reminded him of curs, crouching on all fours, 
with their tails between their legs. 

Buthe did not forget how they had insulted him. “They 
were rude, and abusive. They will pay for insulting me. If 
possible, I'll make them pay me a huge sum as commission 
by offering to help them so that I need not return to 
preach,” he told himself. 

This thought brought a smile to his face. “Sorry, I 
should have offered you seats,’ he hurriedly made them 
sit down. 

They sat with him and told their tale of woe. “The 
Caliph has entrusted the elephant to us. He has told us: 
No harm should come to the elephant. Even if a hair 
of the animal is touched, every man in Najaf will pay 
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for it. We'll become pauper if we have to feed the 

elephant. It eats and eats and eats. It eats when it 1s 
awake. It eats while it sleeps. Eating is all that it does. 
The worst glutton in the world! And, then, of what earthly 
use 1S 1t to us? We can’t even ride it across the desert,” 
they took turns to explain their problem. 

‘Nobody disobeys the Caliph,’’ Nasruddin pointed 
out. 

“But you can make the Caliph take the elephant off 
our hands,” they pleaded. 

“Ts it all that easy?” Nasruddin wondered. 

“You can do it. You’re a clever man.” 

“All my cleverness may not work. The Caliph may 
not listen to me,”’ Nasruddin wondered how he could 
turn the situation to his benefit, yet punish the townsmen 
for treating him shabbily. 

“We are told that nothing is beyond you,” they said 
in one voice. 

‘Even if I could, why should I?” he asked. 

“Then we will not ask you to preach. Moreover, we 
will pay you a commission.” 

“How much?” Nasruddin asked. 

‘A thousand Shekels.” 

“How much do you spend on feeding the elephant 
for a month? He asked. 

‘Ten thousand Shekels.” 

““Make the offer attractive, friends. How 
about 25,000 Shekels” 

‘““You’re worse than a roadside robber,’ 
they sighed. 

Nasruddin did not say a word. 

**5,000 Shekels,”’ said the leader. 

“Doesn’t appeal to me.” 

“What will appeal to you?” 

The negotiations continued for long. 
Finally the townsmen paid Nasruddin 
12,500 Shekels. 

A few days later, Nasruddin 
presented himself before the Caliph. 

“Yes, Nasruddin, how are you?” 

“Fine, O Noble Sire! ’ ve come 
with a request.” 

“Go ahead.” 
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““O Malik, You have entrusted a male elephant to the 
people of Najaf.” ““How 1s the elephant?” 

“Looks a little unhappy to me. That is why I came to 
report to you,” said Nasruddin. 

‘Those rascals are not looking after it well?” the 
Caliph’s eyes glowed like burning embers. 

“No, O Noble Ruler. They’re doing their best. But 
the elephant is lonely. It needs company. How about 
sending a cow elephant to Najaf? The two elephants will 
live happily, forever.” 

‘Ah, I never thought of that. I shall not let my elephant 
pine for company, ’ the Caliph issued orders immediately 
for sending a cow elephant to Najaf. 

“One more thing, my Noble Sire. I’m not good at 
preaching, say the people of Najaf. Let them engage a 
preacher of their own choice.” 

“T shall make them pay for the preacher, too,” the 
Caliph nodded his head, presented him a purse and waved 
him off. 

The people of Najaf got a shock when the female 
elephant arrived. 

Now they had not one but two elephants to feed. 

Nasruddin had doubled up their burden and quit! 

-R.K.Murthi 
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eard this quotation, ““Able was I ere I saw Elba”? 

Read it backward and you still get the same 
message. The quote reminds us of Napoleon Bonaparte. 
He never said those words. Nobody knows who tagged 
on the comment to the Corsican hero who rose from 
obscurity to fame, crowned himself the Emperor of 
France, almost overran the whole of Europe, before 
nemesis caught up with him. But it has stood the test of 
time. 

In 1814, Napoleon was squarely defeated at Leipzig 
by the joint forces of England, Austria, Russia and 
Prussia. The victors forced Napoleon to abdicate and 
sent him in exile to the island of Elba in the Mediterranean. 
They let him retain the title of Emperor, assuming that 
titles do not real power make, and that confined to Elba, 
Napoleon would never again flaunt the power and 
authority of his years of glory. 

In their eyes he was a spent force, a shell within which 
there was nothing but bombast and air. There they made 
a miscalculation. 

Every breath Napoleon took at Elba carried 
memories of the imperial glory he had enjoyed. He would 
not let history write him off. He would rewrite it, regain 
his throne, reclaim his young wife, Marie-Louise, daughter 
of the Austrian Emperor, and his three-year-old son, who 
had been taken away to Austria and prepare the lad to 
succeed him to the throne, some day. 

It hurt him to learn that Louis, the brother of Louis 
XIV who had lost his head on the guillotine during the 
French Revolution—a fat, stupid lump of flesh as many 
described him—had been crowned the King of France. 
“Louis the Pig on the throne!’ Napoleon sneered. He 
was happy because he judged rightly, that it would be 
easy to push ‘the Pig’ off the throne. That realization 
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strengthened Napoleon’s will to make a bold bid to seize 
power again. 

Visitors dropped in at Elba often. From them he learnt 
that the peace terms set by the victors were humiliating 
to France. Galling was the move to take Belgium out of 
France’s control. “Oh no!” Napoleon threw his hands 
up in horror. He now felt surer than ever before, that the 
French would react angrily to the move. The public anger 
was just what he could exploit. His hopes soared. He 
dared luck, sailed secretly from Elba, in late February 
1815, accompanied by some hundreds of his Imperial 
Guards, and landed near Cannes. “The people called; I 
came,’ Napoleon proudly announced on touching the 
French coast. 

Sheer courage helped Napoleon regain the throne. 
For example, near Grenoble, he was riding through a 
narrow pass when he ran into a battalion of the Royal 
forces. He had very few men with him, so he ruled out 
armed resistance. 

Instead, he held his men in check, walked forward 
till he was within the range of their firepower, smiled at 
them and confidently greeted them. “Iam your Emperor. 
Know me. If there is one among you who wishes to kill 
his Emperor,” he paused, before adding, “I am here.” 
Instantly the men rallied round him, hailing him as the 
Emperor. 

His acceptance by the people, he felt, was now 
complete. He turned to an aide and said, “As far as 
Grenoble, I was an adventurer; at Grenoble, I was a 
prince.” On March 23, he was back at Paris, back in 
the seat of power. 

In the next fortnight, he was in Paris, wearing the full 
regalia of the Emperor, enjoying the power that had been 
his before he was packed off to Elba. His dramatic return 
to France and the shift in public opinion can best be learnt 
from the headlines in the Moniteur, the Paris newspaper. 

March 9: The beast has left its lair. ¥ 

March 10: All France detests the Monster. 

March 11: The Corsican horror steps on French Soil. 

March 13: The torturer spends the night at Grenoble. 

March 18: The tyrant marching toward Dijon. 
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March 19: Bonaparte desires to conquer Paris, but 
shall fail miserably. 

March 20: The Emperor already at Fontainebleau. 

March 21: The Liberator raps at the gates of the 
capital. 

March 23: His Imperial Majesty entered Paris today. 
Vive I’ empereur. 

How long would he last on the throne? Napoleon 
assumed it would be forever. His enemies, however, were 
determined to do all that they could to drive him out. This 
time around, if they succeeded, they would strip him of 
the title, keep him a prisoner in some far off place. 

Napoleon struck first. On June 16, the French army, 
commanded by Marshal Grouchy, attacked Belgium and 
defeated the Prussian forces at Ligny. 

Napoleon directed him to chase the Prussians, 
42,000 of them, to the end of the world, 1f need be. “Don’t 
let Field Marshal Blucher regroup them and rush to the 
help of the 68,000-strong combined force of Britain, 
Germany, Holland and Belgium under Lord Wellington.” 
Having made that arrangement, Napoleon, with 72,000 
men, headed for Waterloo, 15 km south of Brussels, to 
take on the enemy. 

Napoleon wanted to launch the attack early in the 
morning of June 18, 1815. But incessant rains thwarted 
the plan. The ground was slippery and, therefore, not 
hard enough for quick strikes. After what seemed an 
interminable wait, Napoleon ordered his men to attack 
around afternoon. Wave after wave of armed men tried 
to break through the enemy’s cordon, but failed in every 
attempt. Thousands died; many more were wounded and 
incapacitated. Napoleon kept moving around, breathing 
courage into his men till. . . till his heart sank on sighting 
the 42,000-strong force under Blucher flanking the French 
position. Grouchy had failed to hold the Prussians back. 
Napoleon’s hope of victory vanished in a trice. Lord 
Wellington carried the day. Beaten squarely, Napoleon 


_ straggled with a few men to Paris. He was cornered, — 


taken prisoner and sent off to St. Helena, sans power, 
sans title, and held captive till his death in May 1921. 
- RK. Murthi 
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The children of Paramasiva were keen to keep a 
bird as a pet. He went to the market and looked out for 
a good buy. After a long search, he found a lovely parrot in a 
cage. He enquired with the shopkeeper and was told that the 
bird would cost a hundred rupees. 

“But a hundred rupees is too much!” remarked Paramasiva. 
“Sir, if you have any doubt, you may ask the parrot itself,” 
prompted the shopkeeper. 
Paramasiva went near the cage. “Is your price one hundred 
rupees?” 
“Why doubté” was the response trom the parrot. 
Paramasiva paid one hundred rupees and took the cage and 
the bird home. The children were delighted; but not Paramasiva! 
He felt he had been cheated. 
@ What would have happened to make Paramasiva nourish such a doubt? 
@ Did he return the parrot? 
@ Did the children get a substitute? 





Write down your answer in not more than 150 words, give a title to your entry, and mail it to us 
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scientists believed that the depths of the sea 
were devoid of creatures. How could any creatures 
live there in utter darkness and under tremendous 
pressure? Yet they yearned to explore these 
mysterious recesses of the ocean. But to send 
someone down to the bottom was beyond their 
means. How could they, when just 1,000ft below 
the surface the sea presses on everything with a 
force of nearly five hundred pounds to the square 
inch? A man will die under such a pressure. Imagine, 
just further down, at a distance of half a mile, this 
water pressure increases half a ton to the square 
inch. The fathomless depths of the sea thus remained 
an enigma for long. 

Until one day when Dr. William Beebe, a great 
naturalist and explorer, dreamed of going to the 
bottom of the ocean and see for himself what lay 
there. Born in Brooklyn, New York, on July 29, 1877, 
Beebe was a distinguished biological researcher and 
an authority on natural science. He was a noted 
lecturer and had received prominent recognition and 
honours for his scientific research, expeditions and 
writings. ‘Can't we make something in which a man 
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could go down into the depths of the sea and yet 
come back alive?’ he thought. 

He soon found his answer in Otis Barton, a 
wealthy American engineer with a passion for 
exploration. Like Dr. Beebe, he too had explored the 
Shallow waters with his own wooden indigenous 
helmet. Now he too dreamed of designing an 
underwater vessel that would take him into the deep 
mysterious watery realms. 

With his engineering background, Otis Barton 
made a drawing of a simple round sphere. It was an 
ideal concept. The strong pressures of the deep sea 
would be evenly distributed around this ball-like 
observatory platform. William Beebe and Otis Barton 
soon worked together and with the help of some 
sponsors built this unique vehicle to carry them into 
the unknown depths of the sea. Dr. Beebe named it 
the Bathysphere, from the Greek for “deep sphere”. 

It was a hollow ball of steel in which two men 
could sit and watch through the 8-inch wide fused 
quartz observation windows. It would be attached 
to the ship by a cable and lowered into the sea. A 
second cable would provide electricity and a telephone 
connection to the surface. Two cylinders provided 
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oxygen, and carbon dioxide and moisture were 
absorbed by trays of soda lime and calcium chloride 
respectively. The sphere’s 4-1/7 foot diameter was 
packed with equipment like thermometer, humidity 
recorder, barometer and searchlights. The control 
panel was fixed on the roof. 

After several preliminary unmanned trials, finally 
on August 15, 1934 William Beebe and Otis Barton 
prepared to explore the world deep beneath the waters 
off the coast of Bermuda where the ocean floor nearly 
drops to two miles. With great difficulty both of 
them squeezed their way, head first, through the 
fifteen inch circular door. They were brave and bold 
men and knew very well the great hazards of such an 
adventure. In the event of an accident, if the cable 
holding the sphere snapped, or water entered into 
the dome-like vehicle, they would have no chance 
to escape. 

Farther and farther they were lowered, deeper 
and deeper, past all previously attained depths. Slowly 
the golden yellow world near the surface changed to 
green. Then the green faded and the water gradually 
turned a deep dark blue. “Look, Otis, there’s a sight 
no man’s eyes have ever seen!” exclaimed Beebe. 
For, before them lay nothing but utter darkness. 
They had reached a region more than 1,000ft below 
MgTcMmcOLar-(e ome) maT Mm OL@T- Lt MNT ATe)CoMeTOLALN(e LAN Pamers LATA s 
penetrate. They now flashed their yellow electric 
search light into what had been jet black for nearly 
two billion years. 

Yet this dark blue world glowed in a strange and 
luminous manner. Dr. Beebe could see faint flashes 
of light. He knew that fish and other creatures were 
Swimming about the Bathysphere, turning on and 
off their deep sea lanterns. Then as he switched on 
the searchlight, a cloud of arrow-worms swam 
through the beam closely followed by a swarm of 
flying snails through which stealthily glided a dark 
fish-like creature, more than 4ft long. 

“T peered fearfully out into the darkness of the 
abyss. No human eye had glimpsed this part of our 
planet before us, this pitch-black country lighted 
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only by the pale gleam of an occasional spiralling 
shrimp,” wrote Otis Barton. 

Suddenly a school of pilot fish swiftly swam past. 
They were frequently seen in the shallow waters, 
too. It was amazing how these creatures could adopt 
to the change of pressure from just 15lb per square 
inch at the surface to nearly 500lb per square inch 
at these depths. This drastic change of pressure 
seemed not to bother them at all. 

At 1,200 feet, when it was all dark and twinkles 
of lights kept flashing in the waters, suddenly a 
luminous cloud exploded a few feet away from the 
round window. What was it? Dr. Beebe and his 
companion were baffled over this bizarre explosion 
of light. They could not find what it was, however 
hard they tned, until much later when they plunged 
deeper. As they descended to 1,500ft there floated 
across the bright beam of the searchlight a fish totally 
unknown to man. This strange creature was nearly 
2tt long, almost colourless and with an unusual fin. 
Dr. Beebe called it the Pallid Sailfin. 

Suddenly a fish almost round with vertical fins 
came into view. On its sides ran five incredibly 
beautiful lines of light. Each line was composed of a 
series of large pale-yellow lights and each of these 
lights was surrounded by a semi-circle of very small 
luminous bright purple glows. It was the Five-Line 
Constellation fish. “In my memory it will live 
throughout the rest of my life as one of the loveliest 
things I have ever seen,” wrote Dr. Beebe. 

Down went the Bathysphere deeper into the dark 
waters of the ocean, while description after 
description was being relayed through the telephone 
to the curious world above. Finally it dropped to a 
depth of 3,028ft, half a mile down, as far as the 
cable would reach. Never before had man been so 
deep and alive at such depths. Before these two 
explorers, 525ft was the deepest that living man 
had previously attained below water. Here, too, they 
continued to glimpse strange fish with luminous 
teeth, fish with its glowing eyes on slender stalks 
almost one-third as long as its body. Then the strange 
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creature appeared once again and let out flashes of 
light. 

“What is this mystery?” as the two scientists sat 
wondering, something came at top speed and collided 
against the window and burst into a cloud of bright 
light. In the brief illumination they saw a large 
shrimp gliding away in fright. When attacked, these 
creatures usually throw out such clouds of light as a 
Gey relaTeomIIeUT TSE 

The Bathysphere opened up a whole new world 


unknown to science. “The only other place 
comparable to these marvellous nether regions must 
surely be naked space itself, out far beyond 
atmosphere, between stars, where sunlight has no 
grip upon the dust and rubbish of our planetary air, 
where the blackness of space, the shining planets, 
comets, suns and stars must really be cl Sy akin to 
the world of life as it appears to the eye 
human being in the open ocean a ek ; 
wrote Dr. William Beebe. $ 











PRIZE-WINNING ‘REACTION’ 





(Compare with the story that appeared in the respective month) 





A Wise Judgement (October ‘04) 


King Rajraj Verma answered the courtiers question thus: “I don’t think I've 
discriminated in the real sense. The watchman’s duty is to guard the village, and 
he was rewarded with a gold ring because he was only doing his duty. Whereas, 
the retired teacher was defenceless and had voluntarily helped to nab the goonda 
without any expectation of a reward and with only a sense of civic duty; so he 
rightly deserved the diamond necklace.” 


Hearing this, the courtiers praised the king for his wise judgement. 
- Niyatee C. Mujumdar (12), Belgaum 


A Friend’s Advice (November ‘04) 


The two boys gave their replies. The elder one said he would ask God to shower on 
him all the luxuries of life in order to live a peaceful life without any struggle or 
effort by him. The younger grandson, after listening to his elder brother, said he 
would seek from God a very honest life devoid of any vices and request Him to 
strengthen him to strive hard in life to earn a very decent living, and thus his 
honesty with a vigorous effort should pay him wherever he goes. 


Jagmohan advised his friend Jagannath that when the time was ripe, he could give 
his elder grandson the house and farm because the very fact that the elder boy 
had wanted to be bestowed with a peaceful life without any struggle or effort 
proved that he was incapable of toiling for his daily life, whereas the younger 
grandson volunteered to struggle for a decent living whereby he could toil and 
thrive wherever he went. 

- Ankitha A.S.(12) Secunderabad 


Profit and Loss (December ‘04) 


The scholar was puzzled. He scratched his head for a long time. At last he said, 
“Here are your two rupees, but please let me know the answer.” The boatman, 
scratching his head, said, “Even I don’t know the answer myself; here is your one 
rupee.” - Shonima Menon (11), Ludhiana 


Human Bonding (January ‘05) 


Dhaniram thought that with money he could buy anything and everything. He was 
growing old and so he wanted somebody to look after him in his old age. Hence 
his proposal to adopt one of the sons of Jagatram, who had brought up his four 
sons with the utmost care. He thought his sons should stand on their own legs. 
That's why he kept mum over the proposal. The boys, too, were against separation 
from their loving father. On the other hand, the brothers were ready to live with 
Dhaniram as a joint family. They preferred “bonding” to an easy-going life. Dhaniram 
was all the more happy. - §. Satyajith (12), Perungudi 
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A lone traveller was plodding his way. 


How long can 
go I go without a 
I haven't met companion? 
a companion 
till now. 


i 


Ce al 


os 
ae 


Lr 4 
Why do you look 


| Baghdad. Which way = r 
‘are you going? “<I . . I was hoping \ 
to get a ) 
companion. 


| I'm afraid of 
the opposite ~ rogues on the 


“Look at me, , /  ... without any fear. | | I'm really surprised ) X 
I’m so old and weak, | { Why should you .  \ ... how you risk ... Aen 
yet I go alone... ron have any fear? 
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The traveller continued his journey. He was passing 
by a fill when someone sprang up from nowhere. 


Hand me 
your moneybag! 


p< I don't Gene 


) = much money! —_/ 
/ Hand me whatever » 


you have! | — A ~ But I’ve already” 
: given you my 
money! 


Here, take 
the bag! 


Should you also 
want to kill me? 


s and if I let you go 
away, I may not get 
another traveller. 


Yes, I must 
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I've done nothing to 


If you doubt 
I've something 
valuable on me ... 
a 















If you've any 
other wish, you 
may tell me. 


There's no use 
pleading with me 
for your life. 





QeotDPe=eZAsadvsv=aT oa = Pp Os 4 
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he Wan The traveller did not lose faith in God. Ty 
| He prayed. 





There! Youcan \ @} SS ~ \- (T- y' 
have a drink a 


from that river. ee ee “+ Co go. . as , 
Tit y Eh) SVS f v4 ~ ~~ 0 Lord! How are you going ~ 2 
th to save me? If you can't save 


me, at least see that I don’t 


After taking a drink, the traveller lay | ey . en 6 . aa ... Unaware of the danger lurking 
down on the bank of the river, eyes a” + & a Le ay —, behind, As he raised his dagger, 
closed. The rogue sat crouching ... | \ ol fy he felt a drag on his feet. 


aareeeel 


The crocodile dragged the rogue into the river. They both = 

vanished the next moment. The traveller heard the splash | | / Indeed, my Lord! 

and opened his eyes. | { You're the greatest 
: : ; . companion! |“ 


a 
LL 
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é n the banks of a 

O river lived a hermit. 

: Unlike the hermits we have 

read about, this hermit was vain who thought none could 

surpass him in penance. He took great pride in his magical 
powers and often boasted his superhuman qualities. 

“I can save aman from the jaws of a crocodile by 
simply staring at the reptile!’’ he once told the inhabitants 
of anearby village. 

One day, when he was preparing for his 
morning rituals, a little boy came 
wandering into the hermitage. He was 

a Skinny lad, bare-bodied and in torn, 
clothes which hung loosely below his 
knees. He had, out of curiosity, 

strayed into the hermit’s territory, 
ignorant of the hermit’s terrible 
















temper. As he was about to sit on a rock near the river, 
the hermit spotted him. 

“What are you doing here, lad?” he roared. 

Afraid, the boy jumped up and turned around to face 
the hermit. “Nothing,” he managed to mumble. 

“Nothing?” bellowed the hermit. “Don’t you know 
that you are about to disturb my meditation? Tell me, 
who are you?” 

“T’m Ramu,’ replied the boy, “son of the fisherman, 
Shyamol. I live in a village nearby.” 

“Why have you come here?” asked the hermit. 

“Oh, just to catch fish,” replied the boy. 

‘*To catch fish? If you’ ve come to catch fish, where’s 
your fishing rod and net?” 

“T catch fish with pebbles and stones, sir!’’ murmured 
the boy. 

‘With stones and pebbles?’ boomed the hermit. 

“Orevered sir, P ve acquired this skill through practice 
from the time I was a tiny boy,” answered 
Ramu. 

‘“Hmmph!” grunted the hermit. “Now, go 
away or else, I'll turn you into a fish!” 

Terrified, the boy was about to flee when he saw a 
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young girl, afew yards away filling her pot with water. 
As she daintily stepped into the shallow waters, a gigantic 
splash was heard and in a moment a big crocodile came 
out of the river and in a flash caught the girl’s leg and 
pulled her into the water. 

“Help me! Help me!” screamed the girl. The hermit 
and the boy stood speechless with horror and for a few 
seconds, but the boy was the first to react. 

“Help her, O revered sir! Do some magic! And free 
the girl from the creature’s jaws,” pleaded the boy. 

But the hermit just stood there, trembling with fear. 
At length, all he could say was: “I can’t do it because I 
haven’t taken my bath; how can J ever chant my mantras 
without taking a bath?” 

“A girl’s life is at stake; use your magical powers, 
please!”’ screamed the boy. 

But the hermit just stood there, shaking like a leafin 
the wind. The boy, now feeling disgusted, picked up big 
stones lying strewn around the river bank and started 
aiming at the crocodile. His aim was accurate. Each stone 
struck the reptile’s head. Within a few minutes, blood 
was oozing out from the crocodile’s eyes and head. 
Helpless, the creature let go off the girl and swam 
away to safety. = 

The courageous boy thus rescued the girl. She © 
had, fortunately, only suffered a few deep wounds 
made by the crocodile’s sharp teeth. The boy 
quickly found some herbs and rubbed them 
on the wounds. The girl smiled. By then, a 
large crowd of villagers had gathered near 


the river after hearing the screams of the girl. The people 
had also witnessed the entire scene; so, when they saw 
that the girl was safe, they turned angrily on the hermit 
and asked him why he had not saved the girl’s life. 

“Because I hadn’t taken my bath, and I did not have 
my saffron robes on,” replied the hermit nonchalantly. 

‘Robes don’t make a saint nor does water purify the 
soul. You’re but a vain glorious hermit. Shame on you!” 
cried the villagers. 

Terrified by a mob fury, the hermit quickly retreated 
into the forest. 

That night, there was a celebration in the village where 
Ramu was hailed a hero. When asked what he thought 
of all the praise heaped upon him, he humbly replied: 

‘Robes don’t make a man nor does water purify the 
soul. Our actions should speak louder than words.” 

- Nabanita Deshmukh 




















cach other?! 


You may write iton a post card marking It: 
Photo Caption Contest, 
CHANDAMAMA 

and mail it to reach us before the 20th of the 
Current month. 


NARAYANAMURTHY TATA 


The best entry will receive a 
Prize of Rs.100 and it will also be 
published in the issue after the next. 
Please write your address legibly 
and add PIN code. 


CHANDAMAMA ENGLISH 
ANNUAL SUBSCRIPTION 


Within India Rs. 180/- by surface mail 
Payment in favour of 
CHANDAMAMA INDIA LIMITED 
No. 82 Defence Officers Colony 
E kkatuthangal 
Chennai - 600 097 

eu and Published by B. Viswanatha Reddi at B.N.K. Press Pvt. Ltd., Chennai - 600 026 on behalf of Chandamama India Limited 
No. 82 Defence Officers Colony, Ekkatuthangal, Chennai - 600 097. Editor : B. Viswanatha Reddi (Viswam) 
June 208. 70 





Chandamama 





PCRA Page Website : www.pcra.org 


TO SAVE THE ENVIRONMENT 





44 D* we’re having our practice match tomorrow. Won’t you come 
to watch?” asks Prakash. He and his friend Neeraj wait for his 
response. Veena is also present. 

Prakash's father, Sanjay, 1s a scientist working for an NGO. 
Veena is spending the weekend with Uncle Sanjay - who is her 
father’s friend — and his family. 

“Sorry, son, I'm not free tomorrow,” says Sanjay. “The World _ 
Environment Day is near, and I’ve a meeting with the Mayor and 
the city authorities, which will go on till late. But Ill be there for 
the final match!” \ 

“World Environment Day? When is it, Uncle, and what happens on 
that day?” pipes up Veena. 

“Tt comes off on June 5, Veena,” explains Sanjay. “It was established J 
by the UN General Assembly, and is one of the principal vehicles through h 
which the UN stimulates worldwide awareness of environment and enhances ~ Xe 
political attention and action. It is a people's event with activities like street rallies, essays and poster 
competitions in schools, tree planting, and clean-up campaigns!” 

“Environment Day is all a waste, if you ask me!” says Prakash cynically. 

“Aren't you doing your bit for the environment, Neeraj?” asks Sanjay with a smile. 

“Me? I'm only a schoolboy, Uncle. What can I do?” shoots back Neeraj. 

“Plenty, my boy!” retorts Sanjay. “For starters, look at that battery-operated video game in your hand 
right now. Do you know that batteries contain lead, which when discarded affects animals? In India 
batteries are not systematically disposed of after use; so imagine the effect on small animals! I also see 
you've bought fruit juice in a tetrapack. Tetrapacks have an outer layer of thick paper and an inner layer of 
thin aluminium. We cut trees to make paper, and destroy forests to mine bauxite used to make aluminium. 
When discarded, the aluminium foil does not degrade into the soil!” 

“Gosh! I never knew all this before!” exclaims Neeraj, startled. 

“There’s so much you can do to save environment,” says Sanjay. “You children are the citizens of 
tomorrow. Don't you want a green world to pass on to your children?” 

“We do! We shall surely do our part to ensure that it remains green and healthy 
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promises Veena. 
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